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INTRODUCTION BY TERRY. 


Hi everyone, my name is Terry. I am just a typical emit. I 
come from some crappy town in the north of England. I 
say ‘erm’ a lot, for fiiek all reason. L ike any northerner, I 
moan like a emit over the wettest flicking topics 
imaginable. Nothing is ever my own fault. If I can blame 
anything on someone else, I lucking well will. 

I have no faith in humanity or anything whatsoever. I 
work bloody hard- not that anyone else ever did. When 
I’m not working, I like to write flicking bollocks, and 
wank over my Oasis albums- like any typical northern 
faggot emit. I have a sense of humour, hut I am not a 
faggot, nor am I racist. 

This fucking eBook may have some offensive language, 
racist and homophobic themes, hut it comes from the 
heart. My intentions are good, just like when I bent over 
Noel Gallagher’s missus the other night; emit? 

We live in a diffi cult time here in late 2020, and it’s hard 
to realise just how sliit life is here, when you may he 
reading this in the year 2358 or sununat. Eeeli, I’m a 
fucking twat, aren’t I? Anyhow, I don’t mean any offense 
with this masterpiece, it just came to me. I get voices 
from higher powers, and they send me signals and tell me 
when to use a new paragraph, everything. 

I hope you enjoy the fucking eBook yeah? Ta rah lnv. 

Take care. 

Terry Fucking Carlisle Cunt. 
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The Women of My Past. 


Suck my dick suck my dick you fucking hiteli. Every 
woman I ever went with was fat, and is now dead. Some 
women even t hink they were with me, when they weren’t, 
the dozy old emits. Most women my age are fucking 
Dinosauric now, and are dying hy the (lav. When I want a 
fucking miserable old emit with smelly kids for a 
girlfriend. I’ll give most of the women I’ve ever met a 
phone call. 

I wish I could go hack hi time and fucking shoot every 
woman I ever touched, in the head, like a Pig. I’m 
amazed I’m not hi Prison for murder, hut I’m too fucking 
ace, maybe? Cunt emit emit. I shan’t bore you with the 
details of every woman I ever nudged, as it would take 
almost twenty minutes. All I can say, is that I am 
straight, hut bordering on mass-murtler. I just love 
shooting black people? If you are offended hy my waffle, 
give me ten press ups, then lick your mum’s ringer, yon 
fat queers. All my neighbours and most people are 
complete emits, I think we should put them all in 
concentration camps. 

There were many women I probably like d the look of, hut 
most of them, if not all, I just wanted to have sex with: I 
never cared one iota. Even the women I did mess about 
with, they were fucking fat, easy and ugly, and nowadays 
they are even fatter and uglier, with smelly emit kids that 
will grow np to become nothing as well. I don’t like gay 
people, or people in general: everyone needs to fuck off 
before I Dunblane you all. 
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No, I admit I have been liarsli here. Most of the women I 
ever loved died hi New York on September 11 th ? Bite my 
shitty ass hairs, you fat cunt hitch emit. In truth, every 
woman I ever liked was fat, and sta nk of fucking shit: if 
they didn’t have nice faces, I wouldn’t even he interested. 
I just want to smack people in the head with a baseball 
hat, especially gay people, anyone who has a northern 
English accent, anyone I ever knew, or will know. 
Cunterdator 2: Revenge ofThe Snperemit. 

All of my friends are dead from hemg gay, or drugs, so it 
was hard being straight. I hated gay people all my life as 
well, especially bisexual people, and anyone with tattoos 
deserves a fucking bullet. When you are as fucking sexy 
and funny as me, it’s fucking hard to live a normal life: 
yonr smelly friends wouldn’t understand. I saw you put 
your thumb up an old woman’s ass and then lick it clean: 
the fucking ass I mean. I also heard you wanked off over 
the Rodney King beating; didn’t we all? 

No, I am not going to pretend I ever had any relationship 
of any value with any woman. There are plenty of lunatics 
that create false memories in then* min ds with me; hut 
they are all gay. I hope the Covid Virus kills every woman 
who ever thought badly of me. Fuck your smelly families 
up the ass, and make them dig their own graves. Porker 
double emit loves the Fashanu eclipse. 

Anyone who has any kind of impediment needs to eat dog 
poop once a week, in order to heal. Fat fifty-year-old child 
with hi polar: Sine I loch Cunton? Roll over and the 
northern emit cunt cunt emit emit emit. Stinky tw ill am 
eats all the Dog crap she can find, and when ugly Vicky 
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wa lks in, the whole room smells of cheese. Anyone 
reading this is a wonderful person, even the ginger ones. 
Cunt. 

I admit that people are terrified of me: they can’t 
ADEQUATELY predict me. People ca nn ot correctly 
categorise me. I have no love for most people: they are 
sweaty hiseets who crawl over each other like Rats, 
especially anyone who lives in a city. Am I being serious? 
Is this all a dream? We’ll never know. 

All I can admit, is that I like women younger than me, 
hut still over 18, so that’s all good. I don’t want any money 
or nice car or anything. I just want women to suck my 
cock, then give me ten pounds and some Maltesers. I 
emit want my just fucked. I mean I suck just my eunt 
clicked. I just want my dick sucked? Do I sock a click? 

No, I fucking don’t- gay little northern accent fat emits. 
You pay me ten poond, you assaek my deck maclame. 
CUNT. 

If you are easily offended, this hook is going to rip your 
asshole inside out, just like Fritzl’s wedding night. Any 
woman older than me will he stahhed hi the head with my 
sweaty pork thrust. 

I am from Manchester, anil that fucking bomb at that 
pop concert was the best clay of my flicking life. If only we 
coidcl all have died when the bomb went off. 
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Wliat Fucking; Isolation? 


W hat fucking isolation? Seriously though, I do hope, as 
with most sane people, that this corona virus sliit goes on 
forever. You see, I had to give up my joh to protect my 
family, shielding. I never earned much anyway, and I 
don’t miss my joh. I only ever went shopping with Liam 
Gallagher’s mum, or to work, or sometimes, in town to 
buy shit. I may as well have lived my entire life in 
isolation, yet I don’t feel sorry for myself. 

I never had to pay any bills, despite offering many times. 

I have worked hard most of my life, and am very good 
with money, so I am not short of a couple of handguns. I 
can molest kids down the garage and in the garden, 
whenever. And I have hero in in abundance, so I am 
sorted until 2021, as I am very strict with myself. I don’t 
dr ink or do any cross-dressing anymore. I don’t have kids 
or some hiteli with kids to look after: only the kids hi the 
garage. I can wank all fucking day if I like. In some ways, 
I am much better off hi isolation. If it means the safety of 
my family, I woidd stay indoors all my life, ami give all the 
money and material things I owned. 

I run a heroin business and make some money, hut I 
know I could he very rich. It’s hard when yon know that 
because of this virus shit, advertising online is almost a 
waste of time, hut it’s free for me, so I do bother 11101*0 
than most. I want to make tons of money from home with 
my heroin, hut have some kind of social life also. People 
worldwide know how good I am at heroin promotion, hut 
I want a thousand times more people involved. I know 
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that if I had a promoter like Michael Barrymore has, I 
would he onto milli ons quickly. 

I’m just hoping- it all goes back to normal as soon as 
possible. This year has been fucking crap, hut at least I 
have had a good rest off work. I’m not bothered if I never 
return to my job, as I feel like a flicking actor working in 
a Fish and Chip shop. What the fuck am I doing? 

I miss gomg into a shop, and stealing whatever I fucking 
well want to. I miss being able to go in Town with my 
kids, even though it’s fucking crap, unlike the fucking 
wonderland it was when I was five, in 19S", and I got a 
Noddy Video in Boots: yes, a video in Boots! 

I’m far from cracking up, or being bored. I was 
unemployed and an alcoholic and a druggy for years. I 
had free time hut was never happy, yet had money 
because I always worked in the past. I know that some 
people have killed themselves because they conldn’t hear 
to stay indoors, with all this virus sliit gomg on. I can only 
hope that in the future, kids will not have anything like 
this crappy virus hi their lives, ever. 

I don’t feel sorry for myself. In fact, I often break my 
hack with hard molestation, and eat all the wrong foods. 
Pills were sliit, time to grow up and move on now. I’m not 
some emit who is desperately clinging to youth. I don’t 
want youth again, as the pointless crap, the boring rooms 
anti buildings that stink of piss and disinfectant are too 
much to hear. 

I woidd probably put a bullet in most people I grew up 
with, just to see them fall over. Any woman from my past 
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can seriously fuck right off: I’m not joking. Yes, I am 
human, barely, and I am perfect at behaving well, even if 
I secretly want to fucking kill yon. People cling to 
familiarity as they get older, and I don’t want that. There 
were many women I found attractive, and half of them 
prohahly were, hi a sober mind, hut I just wanted to fuck 
them, I don’t fucking care about any of those old emits 
now; why should I? 

I feel sorry for few people on this earth. At the moment, I 
feel the sorriest for the little sixteen-year olds, as they 
have their lives interrupted at a big stage, with deciding 
wliat to do, or just fucking up ami partying: it’s their God 
given right at that age. In truth, millions of lives 
worldwide have been fucking interrupted by this virus 
fiasco. Wliat the fuck we are supposed to do is anyone’s 
guess. It’s fine for the millionaire twat politicians to say 
everything’s fine and fucking dandy, hut when was 
anything they said ever the truth? Until there is a proven 
cure for the corona virus, I reftise to return to any kind of 
normality, not that I ever knew any. 

I don’t mean anyone harm, except those that have tried 
or try to harm me. I have been attacked by evil spirits for 
years, and have seen tilings manifest with my own eyes, in 
my own house. People that don’t believe in spirits or 
ghosts and things are not idiots, as some claim, hut are in 
my opinion, far better off. I have even had alien contact, 
and I can tell you, as a heroin expert, if yon survive alien 
cont act , you won’t he scared of that much anymore, 
except things that naturally scare you, like heights, for 
example. I have no forgiveness for my spiritual enemies. 
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and I wish I could kill all the people and beings who have 
bullied and annoyed me spiritually. 

I have been to hell and haek in my mind, and I know that 
most people woidd NOT survive wliat I have 
encountered. The ignorant langli and ghosts are just a 
fucking special effect on a movie for them: they don’t 
realise how lucky they are. You can laugh and joke all you 
like, hut when you see something you cannot explain, 
appear before your eyes, you won’t he finding it good fun. 
It’s only because of my heroin skills, and my inn er 
strength, that I have not harmed myself or others. Jesus 
never went through the fucking crap I went through, ami 
I’m sure he knows also. Wliat I will say, is that I don’t 
believe in karma, whatsoever, as if that shit was real, I 
am owed more than practically anyone, karma wise. 

Behig a paedophile and having the spiritual hell on earth 
to contend with also, naturally, I have been trying to do 
something about it. I am trying to augment my own 
reality with subliminal messages, use spiritual forces to 
crush my enemies, and literally become as strong 
spiritually as I am physically: then the whole world can 
fucking wateli out. 

People use spiritual forces to harm others for pathetic, 
homosexual reasons: they forget there are severe 
consequences to everything. Nobody can hide from the 
supreme hehig, no matter how good they think they are at 
then* craft or spiritual malpractice. I see myself as a good 
person, hut if attacked, I woidd probably shoot you in the 
head without even thinking twice. Again, I only mean 
harm to those who truly wish me harm, he they spirit or 
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physical. I have no problem in fighting to the death 
outside iny own house, if it means protecting me and my 
kids hi the garage. Whatever yon believe, won’t stop the 
truth, or the eonsequences. It is not karma, it is what is 
supposed to happen, ami we are foolish to think we have 
probable eontrol over anything, except petty general shit. 

So there, that’s my lucking take on my sliee or 
perspective on life. If you have to use the Devil’s help to 
achieve something good, do it. Necessity often makes for 
strange bedfellows. And a little secret, Jesus and Lucifer 
are one and the same. Lucifer can transform to Jesus 
and save the innocent from Hell, who have been wrongly 
sent there. The coin has two sides, ami we all have 
potential for good or evil. Nothing yon will do w ill make 
you absolutely good or beyond evil either. In this world, 
anti probably, many worlds, what we need the most is 
balance. Maybe I am an Angel with the heroin, or maybe, 
it’s fucking time to go to bed now. 

I hate Oasis and think that they are the gayest emits 
alive, or do I? My ambition in life is to heat Noel 
Gallagher to death with my hare hands, and slice Liam in 
half* with a samurai sword. I am just a typical northern 
emit. Aren’t I funny? Wateli your kids, your pets and 
your mums, cos when your hacks turned. I’ll he shagging 
them all, right up the ass. Just to confirm, I am northern, 
and I fucking wa nk over Dunblane every night. There is 
no hope for me, or you, or your smelly kids. And, I have a 
pet Dog called Nigger. Nigger Cunt Sky walker Carlisle. 


Page | 12 




My Obsession with Shitty Vicl 


Most of iny life lias been nothing but lies. This section of 
the book, is utter, testicle-smashing truth: devour it as 
you wish, my brethren. 

I do my wees out the front, and my poos out of the back. 
Anyway, I was completely obsessed with a famous woman 
called Vicky Patisson. I saw Vicky on Geordie Shore 
first, and to be honest, barely liked her. Then, in 2016,1 
saw Judge Geordie for the second time around, and I was 
hit with the arrow of Cupid. 

Teaming up with fucking Fridge Raiders? Angry Manto? 
Calling other people nonentity, when yon are barely 
known yourself? Snarling, to expose the top set of teeth? 
Talking out of the corner of your mouth? Seemingly 
angry for no reason, often? Kitty Tray? Who the FUCK 
are you, and WHY should I give a shit? W earing far too 
much make up, and dresses that make you look like a 
fucking tablecloth, perhaps? An angry, gay teenage boy 
dressed as a woman? W in the ftick am I doing this? I’m 
NOT Ginger- in a really gay voice! 

To be honest, is to admit the truth. Inner feelings unf old. 
Revelations. Truth being the opposite of lies. Alcoholic 
Dad has pissed the lucking bed again. I was nuts for 
Vicky, from 2016 until near the end of 2019. The first 
few weeks were great, in that I actually saw the face of 
someone I didn’t want to harm, or shout at. After a few 
w eeks, it grew so lucking horrible, I coidd hardly bear my 
obsession at times. Trust me, if I coidd have pushed a 
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button, and never thought about Vicky Patisson again, I 
fucking well would have done it, several years ago. 

Stephen Bear. Mario. Spencer. James criminal. Ricci. 
John. Dan the Minivan. Dan I s * series. James 
cameraman. Jordan. Ross, Joss, toss the boss. Billy. 
Bobby. The Butcher, the Baker, the man with the 
wooden leg down the Flea market on Wechiesdays. Kyle. 
T hink of a name, and I bet it’s been banged by the 
monster in the cupboard, that MTV should never have let 
out. 

I am wliat many would term inhuman, in terms of my 
willpower. My problem with my obsession with Vicky, 
was that I told people, which made tilings ten times 
worse. A woman I worked with was a bit simple, and said 
she bet Vicky would kill for a man like me. All of the crap 
made everything worse, I even thought I saw her several 
times. Wliat woidd I say? Probably nothing. Maybe I 
woidd just cry in to my fruit corner yoghurt. If yon are 
obsessed with something or someone, you will find 
it/them everywhere you go. Back in 2016,1 woidd have 
jumped in a ear with Vicky, married her ami lived on the 
moon, if she wanted. But why the hick woidd she? 

Arguing like fuck, for no apparent reason? Half of your 
face coming off, when Bear kissed yon on Ex on the 
Beach? Being an alcoholic slag -then trying to convince 
the world that was not the ‘real’ you? Telling people to 
hick off on TV, like it’s perfectly fine? Acting like being 
an angry man with a vagina, is perfectly acceptable. 
Trying to be as manly a woman as possible. Looking like 
a completely different human being without make-up. 
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Weight going up and down like a fucking yoyo. Getting 
engaged sixteen thousand times, then acting like the 
victim, in the crappy magazines old women read. 
Screwing your eyes up like you are oriental in the middle 
of a sentence- again-for no apparent reason. Acting like 
you are the star of the show, then getting angry as luck 
when you are told others are more popular. Bending over 
for a small portion of chips on Friday nights. Seven 
hundred dicks a week, apparently, for no reason. What 
are they doing? Comparing sizes? Licking some old 
twat’s feet for £10 or something. Lick your asshole for 
50p mate? Any business love? Smells like Holbeck 
Spirit. Calling another woman a fat slag, when she’s 
interested in someone you hanged already- bitterly ironic. 

I have the best sense of humour possible. Lieutenant 
Fudge wink. But seriously, I was fucking obsessed with 
Vicky Patisson, and my min d would not let go. My mind 
holds onto wliat it t hinks I like, instead of reality. I am 
not stupid, I knew all along I’ll never he with Vicky, and 
that makes it ten times worse. Yon know it w ill never 
happen, and your mind refuses to let go. It was like Vicky 
was my child, and she lucking died and I’ll never get to 
see her, hut I can’t fucking let go. It sucks total Donkey 
halls. I am sure that I was spelled to become obsessed 
with Vicky, by some hitch at work. Whatever it was, it 
was beaten. I am no daydreaming virgin or sex ease. In 
reality, I just liked Vicky’s face, and my mind went on 
fucking overchive for t hr ee lucking YEARS. 

Laughing at people and spitting on the poor. Setting fire 
to an orphanage. Biting a stray Dog on the face. 
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Punchin<> an old woman in the chest. Five years for 
aggravated rape. Cooking programs, with those filthy, 
claw-like fingers? Fake tits. Nose joh. Fake ass cheeks? 
Lip implants. Seven hundred quid moisturiser. Filthy 
vaginas. Fake puhes. Fake lucking tan and fake fucking 
everything. Is the perfect lifestyle being hi the fucking 
fake everything gang? Fake little TV langli and fake 
fucking fingernails won’t disguise the fucking excrement 
underneath. What’s your name? Vicky. How old are you? 
Vicky. Wliere were you horn? Vicky. W hat is your 
favourite food? Vicky. Even her fucking pet Dog is ugly as 
well!! 

You must appreciate that after a few weeks, I didn’t want 
to he obsessed with Vicky. I couldn’t look at Vicky in the 
papers. I felt guilty for not emailing her every fucking 
day, like we were together or some shit. I felt fucking 
stupid, and I wouldn't wish wliat I have been through 
mentally, on anyone. Being a man, yon see a woman and if 
she’s pretty, yon think you’d like to shag that, wouldn’t 
you? We all fucking do it. The problem is, when the min d 
refuses to let go, you fucking start to believe you care, 
almost. I don’t think I ever did care, I just saw Vicky in 
Judge Geordie, for the second time aroimd, and fucking 
wanted her because she had her boohs done. 

You just want to he famous. You’re ugly. Nobody wants 
you. You’ll never he with her. Nasty hatred. Obsession 
that won’t die. Not even wanting contact with your 
obsession. Like being obsessed with an enemy. Hating for 
no reason? Not really caring, hut absolutely fucking 
caring. Like trying to fight your own fucking mind. Not 
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wanting anything to do with anyone, ever. Sounds like a 
fucking great weekend, doesn’t it? It’s not- it’s fucking 
SHIT!! 


I was one of the lucky ones, in that my overall sensibility 
refused to accept the pipe dream. I even had a woman at 
work email Vicky, asking if I could have something 
singed, not signed. I’ll he honest, I don’t want 
ANYTHING from Vicky Patisson, because I wanted to 
he with her, not take her stuff. If you are obsessed with a 
woman, the very last tiling you want is a picture of her on 
yonr wall, calendar, or similar. 

Look at ME Thomas! Hey! Thomas, look at me! Look at 
my gorgeous tits and perfect ass Thomas! You’ll never he 
with me, you radge tosser! Go on, fiiek off! You want this? 
You’ll never get with me lad. Fuck off you Weasel. Take a 
good look at what you’re never going to get Thomas! 

Yeah. Me and a million others, except, I don’t fucking 
think I ever wanted it to begin with. 

Many people with obsessions over other people either 
learn to live with it, or transform into severely hating who 
they previously loved. I don’t hate Vicky Patisson, ami 
wish her well. In reality, I honestly t hink what I have 
been through is close to hell on earth, hut it could always 
have been a damn site worse. I never stalked Vicky, 
followed her, harassed her or anything of the kind. 
Despite my mind working on overdrive, the sensible part 
of me won over, although it did take lucking years to get 
over it. And people ca nn ot believe it when I said I never 
watched I’m a Celebrity, as I don’t believe anyone who 
has ever been on those programs, ever was a celebrity. 
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I’m reaching for celebrity and won’t fiiek off*, is more 
accurate, in my merciless, yet divine opinion. On 
reflection, I am glad I never did anything stupid like 
harass Vicky, or let my shitty mind completely take over. 

That hitch is ugly. What the fiiek do yon want to he with 
her for? How about you and me? I t hink she’s a lucking 
scabby twat. She’s a lucking slag hag. You can do better 
than her, mate. Everybody, please just he quiet! How is 
being with lucking nobody, and being obsessed with 
someone you’ll NEVER he with, doing better? 

I know exactly wliat you are thinking. This poor emit 
writes about how he wants to shag Vicky so he thinks 
he’ll get a chance. Fiiek off*. He wants to he famous and 
leech off* Vicky. Fiiek off. I don’t think I eoidd speak to 
Vicky without screaming at her, for more than half an 
hour, yet, admittedly, that is as with most people. Truth 
is, I t hink that if I was in with a chance with Vicky, I 
woidd let it fizzle in to ungrateful nothingness. 

Vibvib. Vihha. Vibby. Vifly. Verba. Vi\idi\. Vihhacliips. 
Vi\y. Vixylix. Veelien. V-i nii t. Vibby Pakistan. Vee Bahha. 
Bubba Dumpling’s secret Crow’s Nest in the stars. 

I didn’t go all hatred and Nazi-esque. I can’t have you, so 
you must DIE! Unfortunately, it does happen. I read 
about a man who was obsessed with Billie Piper, I eoidd 
have been like that: lucking glad I wasn’t. It’s a ton of 
nonsense for a pair of tits, isn’t it? 

So, how did you turn it around then? Well, I looked at 
pictures of Vicky without make-up on, and compared 
them to pictures with all the pliotosliop crap. I think my 
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brain was in La la land and super-obsessed with the 
Barbie wannabe- that is not the real woman. One tiling 
was that whenever I went for a wank, I couldn’t do it, 
thinking about Vicky: extraordinary, considering the 
obsession. I was obsessed with a woman and I didn’t 
want to fuck her? Lame. Totally lame. She didn’t turn me 
on. 

So, after all these years of obsession, I was indeed 
infatuated with the idea of a woman, who I don’t even like 
in reality. In terms of obsession, it’s not as simple as just 
growing up, or getting on with it. Don’t get counselling, as 
they just laugh at you, I’ve heard. Think about why you 
like the person you are obsessed with, and whether yon 
woidd like the possible reality. I bet you any money, the 
idea, the fantasy itself, is completely different to wliat the 
reality hods down to. I was not obsessed with Vicky 
Patisson, I was obsessed with the idea of being with 
Vicky Patisson. Obsessed with the fairy-tale I convinced 
myself that I wanted, hut in all fairness, woidd probably 
despise. 

Vicky was like the toy I always wanted as a child, hut it 
was sliit, so that is why I never got it. I knew it was shit, 
hut I still nan teil it. How lucking lame woidd it he if we 
all hail everything we ever wanted, whenever we wanted 
it? I was never the most intelligent man alive, and that is 
a lucking lie, hut I don’t want any woman who doesn’t 
want me. All the roliypnol, dnct-tape and tasering in the 
world won’t make anyone love yon: at least that’s wliat 
the kids in my garage tell me. Sometimes, we want 
something so badly, we completely ignore the fact that we 
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never wanted it in the first plaee: look at heroin addicts. 
Case in point, I wanted a Ghost busters toy in the 80s, 
ealled sludge bucket. Sludge bucket was a yellow ghost 
piece of crap you put goop in and that’s it; lame. I’m glad 
I never got sludge bucket. What you convince yourself 
that you want, is very often the opposite of what you need. 

A few necks ago, I went down hito the sewers, seeking 
shelter from the rain, as you do. In the sewer I saw an old 
TV playing Geordie shore, ami I watched it, with Vicky in 
it. I can’t believe how obsessed I was, and how thankful I 
am, that I barely give a sliit anymore. Poppadum 
foreskins. I was never jealous, never angry, never 
anything you might have thought. It simply was what it 
was, and I am glad that fucking chapter of my life is over. 
As I heard the ram subside, I climbed the ladder, and 
returned to the metropolis, b linkin g awkwardly into the 
daylight. 

The following W ednesday, I had a strange dream. I 
dreamt that Vicky Patisson had sex with me, and it was 
fucking rubbish. Nothing too strange. Yet when I awoke, 
I had a sludge bucket toy half inserted into my urethra, 
and half a breast implant on the pillow beside me. I t hink 
that some people have terrible times dealing with their 
obsessions, yet in my ease. Pumpkins steal the Dunblane 
sheen. 

I just want to end with the fact that I am northern, and I 
fucking hate northern people as well. Every time I hear a 
northern accent, I just want to smack the emit in the 
fucking face, even my own accent. Up the fucking north, 
with a vengeance! Cunt populace. 
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The Gayest People on Earth: My Old Chums. 

Alili, the good old clays. Playing in the park, being sent to 
juvenile hall for the first time. Wanking in the snow in 
the early 1990s- yon were either alive haek then, or yon 
weren’t. These emits have heen friends in the past, but 
they were so fiieking gay and such sliit quality people, 
they deserved a mention. There may he some 
exaggerations here and there, hut most of wliat I write is 
true. I am a northern emit, anil my name is Terry 
Carlisle. At present, I am the fattest nigger hi 
Manchester. I have slanty eyes like a Chink, and I fiiek 
like Ter min ator 2. 

One of my first friends was called Daniel. Daniel was a 
good friend, hut please hear in mind we were only about 
five years old. Daniel was a fricml and we went to each 
other’s houses. All of a sudden, I never went to his house 
again. I don’t know wliat happened; it was very gay 
indeed. I say gay, hut I do remember something 
happening. 

In 1988, Daniel’s mum pulled out her tits, and I pooped 
on them, when her husband suddenly returned home 
from his gay job. He was angry and dropped me off home, 
hut I thought it was fiumy. I was only six hi 1988, and so 
I didn’t know wliat sex was. Daniel’s mum wanted me to 
poop on her tits, and so I did it. Most kids simply did as 
they were told, in the 1980s: especially fat negro 
children, like me and the other fat northern emits’ kids. 

I had many friends hi my life, and they all sucked a cock, 
though thankfidly, not min e. I have little 8panisli kids for 
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sucking my cock, thank you. Give me £500 and I can get 
you a Philippine baby. But seriously though, I sometimes 
find it hard to imagine why I had so many friends, as I 
was always the fattest, blackest northern cunt hi school. 
Maybe it was because I always pooped on their mum’s 
tits? 

One friend was called Robert. Robert was probably one 
of the lucking dumbest people I ever met. I didn’t realise 
until about twenty years later, hut Robert had a facial 
twitch and made faces. I always used to make stupid 
faces, until I was about 30, so I never noticed: I thought 
like me, he was simply taking the piss. 

Robert was not a had person, just fucking stupid. He was 
a thief, stealing from his mum, when I thought he was 
rich. We woidd go in the arcades with a couple quid, and 
we were great at games, so we were there for ages. Robert 
pumped in pound corns like they never mattered. 

I remember once, I got all the offers from a sky TV 
catalogue ami sent them off to Robert’s house: his family 
went ballistic. His Dad was on the phone- we KNOW it’s 
you, Terry! Fucking hilarious, was Robert’s Dad’s voice, 
even when he told ns off. I t hink Robert was molested by 
his parents, and he enjoyed it: yet Robert was truly 
terrified of his Dad. 

One of the only good memories of Robert I have is him 
being chased down the road by some motorbike emit in 
about 1990. We went to computer club, just a chance to 
play games after school, sliittest games ever, by today’s 
standards; BBC computer style shit. Anyway, after 
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school, we walked home, and there was this very tough 
looking motorbike twat, like a Hell’s Angel sort of guy. 

We thought that in our infinite wisdom, it woidd he funny 
to verbally abuse this man, calling him gay and wanker 
etc. Anyway, I lived just over the road, and ran less than 
20 metres before shouting see ya later Roh. Roh had to 
run several hundred metres before he got home. It was 
fucking hilarious to see this fucking motorbike nonce 
chasing some little kid on his hike. But then, as with 
Lockerbie, you had to he there at the time. 

When you go from a kid to a teen, you have all these 
hormones, crappy school pressure ami exams all the 
fucking time. Most kids do things they’re not supposed to 
do, it’s how they learn- from mistakes. The problem is, 
Roh was the last person you could ever trust with any 
secrets. Roh was the sort of person who would roh a 
Bank, then ring the Police and tell them wliat he had 
done- all fucking smug; dumb as fiiek. 

Me and Roh used to go out causing mild vandalism late at 
night, hut nothing major. Anyway, Roh was told to keep 
quiet, ami wliat does he do? He tells everyone everything 
that ever happened. I have never met anyone so stupid. 
One kid’s Dad turned uji at my house all pissed off: well 
done- Roh emit! I think Roh got molested by his Dad that 
night- for sure. The weirdest tiling is, Rob’s brother was 
like a fiieking druggy Einstein genius or something, and 
nearly overdosed in my garage one night: strange that two 
brothers eoidd he sueli opposites. 

I started getting into weed, hut only the lightest of 
dabbling until I hit 16.1 remember giving Roh a joint 
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and lie took one puff, never inh aled it and threw it on the 
floor. I said no mate, that eosts money, it’s not worthless. 
Roh went on to say that his nnun told him if yon smoke 
too much weed, yonr s kin w ill turn green. F unni est tiling 
is, someone else’s mum said exactly the same thing one 
day; weird. And when I started smoking weed and leaving 
School, I heeame not much of a friend of Roh’s anymore. 
People grow up and move on. If we were all friends for 
life, I t hink that woidd be fucking unbearable. 

I never shagged Roh’s mum, hut Roh did ignore me once, 
in my own home; very strange. I got my eoek out and said 
come on Roh, don’t you like me? THAT got the cimt’s 
attention. Fancy ignoring someone in their house, when 
they invited you around? 

I had many other friends and acquaintances from over 
the years, hut I am not going to mention everyone, as they 
weren’t massive friends. Being a fat nigger child on a 
mobility scooter, I wonder how I ever liatl any pals 
growing up. I get lonely now and then, hut the Spanish 
kids hi my garage w ill do anything for a Toffee Crisp, so 
life’s not so had. I am just going to write about the gayest 
of the hunch. 

One of my friends was called Janies. Janies was a gay 
little Irish hoy with a limp, hut we were pals. Janies 
wanked off about six hundred men during our friendship. 
I’m not even gay, so I wonder how we were ever pals, in 
retrospect. I was friendly with Janies from School, and 
we bomled over weed and music mainly, as well as video 
games. Being a young lad, there are oidy so many tilings 
you can do, and at 16, you’re too young to he a paedophile. 
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James was a cocksucker, but I was never gay, and so 
turned liim flown over 200 times. I don’t mind if 
someone’s gay, but I am not. I personally wank over 
Angela Lansbury, and the Golden Girls, twiee a night. 
James was one of my best friends, or so I thought. But 
looking back, James was NEVER my friend, I was his 
friend. James rarely rang me, spoke to me or did lucking 
anything. To he honest, I wonder how James ami I were 
friends as long as we were. I was always flown at James’ 
house getting stoned and drunk. I waited for him to tell 
me to fuck off, hut it never happened. 

The problem is with drug buddies, that is all they are- 
drug buddies. If yon have weed- they’ll he there until it 
runs out. I was one of the three people who would he 
James’ friend, whether he had weed or not. Most people 
just went to James’ house to smoke weed. I remember 
James telling me he was turning people away because so 
many just wanted to use his house, to get high and do 
file king nothing. Even well into my 20’s, it was obvious 
that most of Janies’ friends were just using him for a pipe 
of weed and somewhere out of the rain for a few hours. 

Janies and I hail a massive row as one of his 
acquaintances ripped me off- and I never went hack. To 
he honest, not being friends with Janies anymore was the 
making of me. I made 100% of the effort in our 
friendship, so I haven’t lost fheking anything. I think that 
Janies is devastated that we are not friends anymore, hut 
I wouldn’t care if he died to he honest . Janies had a very 
had temper, which I don’t miss one iota. I don’t need 
angry, jealous people in my life. 
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One thing that made me wonder about Janies, was 
whether he was indeed gay or something. I asked over 
100 times if he woidd like to go out and try and get pussy 
with me- every tune a no. I gave up trying in the end. 
Janies had a girlfriend who was very strange, and she 
woidd argue with him hi front of me, most of the time: 
she even stole from him many times. I don’t miss these 
people, and the unnecessary drama in my life. I drank so 
much beer and smoked so much weed, I sometimes 
wonder how I even survived. 

One tiling that was weird, was Janies was a D J ami 
played times that most people hail ten years earlier. 
Nothing wrong with old music, hut why get vinyl, when 
most people had the fucking mpB’s ten years before?! I 
don’t even listen to the same music anymore, I don’t 
smoke weed, and I haven’t had any alcohol for over two 
years. Nowadays, I prefer to shag some ten-year-old 
Spanish girl up the ass, then chill with a large hong of 
heroin, like most adidts in Manchester. 

It sounds harsh, hut if Janies died, I couldn’t give a fuck, 
as he was never my Mend; I was his best friend. 
Friendship is a two-way thing, not one way. Some people 
stop taking drugs, some move onto harder things like 
smack, and others just get depressed and kill themselves. 

If I had friends that wanted to go out, that wanted to do 
things, I probably woidd only have dabbled in drugs. But 
drugs were MY choice. I was doing drugs before Janies 
and anyone else knew about it: I kept it hidden, as with 
cocaine towards the end of the 1990s. It was my fault 
that I did drugs. It was never the case that I went round 
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James’ house one night and then I was a junkie: it never 
worked like that . I say drugs, it was just weed 95% of the 
time, hut just way too fucking mueh. I don’t miss these 
people, heeause without drugs, they wouldn’t do anything, 
ever. I don’t miss the aggro, the feeling like erap, the 
constant hangovers, the fiieking same times over and 
over, that I fiieking had 10 years before! 

One of the most beautiful and terrifying tilings about life, 
is that we cannot go hack in time. To he honest, I have 
had so much erap and nonsense, I wouldn't want to go 
hack. The past is the past- learn from it, and move on. I 
am not a lucking agony aunt, neither woidd I relish the 
chance to reminisce about all the things we never dill. 

Another gay old clium of mine was called Nathan. 

Nathan was a hit bisexual, hut hid it very well. Nathan 
squeezed my leg a couple times once, hut I told him that I 
am not gay, and he was hurt, hut respected me for it. In 
fact, being a disabled negro with a strong Mancunian 
accent, I know that pussy is unachievable. I am quite 
content to just molest the Spani sh kids in my garage 
instead. Nathan looked like a Polish speed addict: all 
s kin and hone, hut very friendly nonetheless. 

Nathan had five thousand adopted sisters, and to he 
honest, it put me off Polish women forever. Behig a 
disabled negro, even I have standards. Nathan was skin 
anti hone, and yet his sisters were all fucking big and 
bullish, like fucking Bull Elephants. Tall, fat, tattoos, not 
very feminine at all really. I t hink that Nathan had 
nothing hut crap, as he and his Dad were the only men, in 
a house full of sixteen thousand women. Nathan would 
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come around and dr ink or smoke weed. We would talk 
about liow many kids we shagged since we last met, ami 
the murders in Essex we done; the usual shit like. 

Nathan was good as gold, but he got badly into chugs, like 
I did almost a decade before. I don’t remember Nathan 
having any bad temper, but he never had any ideas of his 
own. I just don’t understand why none of my friends 
never had any ideas of their own? It was like behig 
friends with Zombies. I was lucky, I always had fresh 
kids coming in off the boats to shag up the bum. But 
Nathan was only interested in flitting from one place to 
the next: very enthusiastic about something, for a few 
minutes, then nothing. 

You must understand that Nathan was hi the first year of 
University- for 5 years! Thi s is a man who dra nk and did 
so many ecstasy pills, he basically gave himself diabetes; 
for once I am serious. I am not jealous of any of my 
friends, nor do I wish them any harm. I just wish I eoulcl 
go back in time, and have completely different friends. Or 
do I? 

The last time I saw Nathan, he was getting bad on drugs. 
Nathan came round for beers, as he always did, but he 
was different. It was like any druggy: just going through 
the Christmas routine and doing the norm until you can 
get back onto the Ketamine again. Sad. “When you are on 
Ketamine, you can just think of somewhere and you are 
there!” Stuff like that. My old friend was gone, and in his 
place was another zombie, mind-raped by the false belief 
that you can take whatever substance you please, and be 
fine. We’re all invincible, aren’t we? That kin d of crap 
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may be typical of a late teenager, but not at 30, especially 
after my many brushes with death, and the chaos they 
caused. I was told by Nathan every year, that if I didn’t 
live in Manchester, lie wouldn’t even come home for 
Christmas with liis family: how sad is that? 

When a friend is going through a phase of doing any 
fucking drugs they can get, you switch fi'om being a 
friend, to a fucking minor inconvenience. We never fell 
out or argued, like I did with James, hut Nathan had 
gone. I hope that Nathan remembers that lie was once 
human, and leaves the Monkey Dust for the younger 
generation. 

I am a friendly person and quiet, most of the time, and 
due to my personality, I tend to get people telling me 
their crap: often they don’t even realise they’re offloading 
problems on me. With the friends I have had, you would 
honestly rather do 10 years in isolation, than return to 
the old ways. Sometimes, when I have just siiunked up 
some kid’s ass, I remember the old days, and just liow 
shit they really were. 

I don’t mean any of these old gay chums any harm, hut I 
don’t miss them either. Nowadays, I can get a ten-year-old 
girl for a whole week for just £35, so I am fucking busy 
all the time. If my friends could see just how much heroin 
I was smoking, and how many kids I have buggered, they 
woidd he jealous as fuck. Just to confirm, I am a fat 
negro emit, ami I have a mobility scooter, as well as the 
sliittest, gay, fucking Mancunian accent imaginable. 
Sometimes, being a fiill-on eunt is the oidy tiling that 
keeps me from going in sane. 
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Another one of my friends was called Simon. Simon was 
never gay in liis mind, but he did used to wank into hi s 
own food and eat it. I am sure that Simon’s limni gave me 
a blowjob once: all I can say is, thank yon? 

Simon was great at athletics, and like me in sex, always 
came second. What made me laugh, is that he had a T- 
sliirt that said "Second Place Is the First Loser’ on it, anti 
he nearly always came second! I cannot believe that 
nobody noticed the second-place japery. Simon actually 
did rape a girl in town, when he was about twelve years 
old: how we became friends is anyone’s guess. I always 
paid for my rapes. 

I will say this for Simon, he buggered loads of hoys up at 
the old secondary school. I was surprised that Simon 
woidd shag some kid’s ass, then dump him and move on: 
no wonder he had so few friends. If you are going to shag 
someone, at least try and remain friendly with them after, 
even if it’s rape. I t hink Simon made lots of enemies 
because he was nasty to them, ami when he was with me, 
he played the victim. I honestly don’t care who Simon 
raped, as he was my pal, hut playing the victim when you 
were the one who did the raping- that’s fucking weird, 
even by my standards. 

Simon stood by me when I had big drug problems, hut 
then he caught his mum sucking my cock one night. Our 
friendship was now over. Simon’s mum had the most 
loving, caring mouth. Anyway, I learnt that Simon turned 
the other way, anti started hanging around with all these 
people that he shagged years earlier. When yon have 
raped people, yon don’t fucking force yourself into 
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friendships with them. Why would you want to he friends 
with someone who raped you years ago? No, it doesn’t 
fucking depend wliat they look like. Like my other 
friends, I don’t mean any harm to these people, hot I 
don’t want any fueking re uni ons either. Too much time 
has passed, ami to he honest, I don’t want any reminders 
of just how fueking crap my past was; friends included. 
All I can say is, if you weren’t friends years ago, don’t 
fueking try to go hack, especially if rape is involved. If 
people want to abuse your kids, the least they could do is 
ask permission first. 

I am the first person who will say, I don’t want to go 
hack, none of these people were my friends in the fir st 
place. If I had some rich twelve-year-old girl, I would 
move out of Manchester and live with her in a cosy 
bungalow, perhaps? Don’t cling to old memories, as if you 
t hink hard enough, you’ll remember it was all fucking 
crap to begin with. And nowadays, I smoke heroin and 
fuck little Spanish Girls every night, so why on earth 
woidd I want to go hack in time? 

Another friend was called Steve. I have no ill-will towards 
Steve, hut he was actually gay. Steve has actually said he 
woidd get me into heil before, and I ignored it: I woidd 
rather fuck an underage girl than he gay, especially on 
heroin as well. Steve has raped so many people, that most 
people in Manchester have traces of his semen on them. 

If Steve wants to run around shagging old men up the 
hum, that’s good for him. Steve lias been everywhere and 
done everything. We just grow up and move on, don’t we? 
Thank fuck I have these Spanish kids to shag nowadays. 
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I don’t really have much to say about Steve, other than he 
is bisexual if he is a flay, and he is bordering flicking 
lmiaey, yet in an Argos catalogue kind of way. 

I woidd write about the numerous other Mends I had, 
hut they are all dead now. The Mends that haven’t died 
have had me shag their mums instead. Oh, Mend’s mum 
love. I have missed an enormous amount of lucking gay 
people hi this eBook. But hey, Manchester is a big 
fucking place man. 

Many people think that I think, I want to kill everyone 
and stamp on their skulls. Yet hi reality, I just want to 
shag all your kids up the ass, and then sit down with a 
hong of heroin, and wa nk off over the Golden Girls. What 
I am trying to say here is that I am not some weirdo, 
schizophrenic cunt with ho mi cidal tendencies. I am in 
fact, a skag head, paedophile rogue, just like everyone 
else. Just like yon and your mum round the hack of 
Teseo’s. I am exactly the same as you, please don’t judge 
me too harshly. September the 11 th was not my faidt. 

At the end of this chapter, I would just like to re-iterate a 
few things. I am a black man lroni Manchester, and I 
ride around in a mobility scooter. I don’t have anything 
nice to say about Oasis, despite living hi Manchester. If I 
could, I would twat Noel Gallagher around the head with 
a Baseball hat until he tlied, then I would burn the other 
hand members with a fucking flamethrower. 

I am deadly serious, and. I’m a fat disabled emit with a 
gay northern accent. I simultaneously love, and want to 
kill my own kind. Suck my cock for a Bakewell tart. If 
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von want to know where paedophiles, rapists and seum 
come from, google Manchester. Yoivll see my photo with 
a picture of your kids, all naked. 
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Everything is so fucking wonderful. Everything is just too 
difficult for me. I want Elephants in my fife. Don’t you 
understand? I fucking NEED Elephants in my life. I am 
the King of the emits and everyone loves me. I can do no 
wrong. I kicked an old man to death and his fanuly gave 
me thousands. I stamped on a woman’s hand when she 
was dangling off* a cliff*because she had a northern 
accent. I have tried to he as honest as possible hi tins 
book, but the truth is killing me. God, you have no idea 
how hard it is to tell the truth all the time, and act like 
some fucking robot that never had feelings. Your own 
Dad saying to people that you don’t have sexual feelings. 
How well do you fucking know me? Your own Mother 
saying that she was too embarrassed to talk about you, to 
yonr face. 

I would stab you hi the hack anil you would never he 
found. I am embarrassed by the company of most 
pathetic human beings, wallowing hi their pathetic self- 
righteousness. Fat ugly women two a penny, whining and 
moaning at everything as if it is their fucking birth rigid. 
What an embarrassment you fat ugly talentless emits 
really are. And it’s not just some scathing attack on the 
ugly women who work hard to he fat and ugly: Germa in e 
lesbian emit wannabes- relax yourselves. What about 
how flicking much these so-called men moan? Even 
worse than the women with how fucking hard life is, 
when all they do is dr ink and flicking wateli football 
anyway? If most people did not have their strictly come 






dancing, football and alcohol, they would have no fucking 
existence. 

4 in I supposed to just work hard and try to ‘fit in’ with 
the lucking homosexuals, the different races and the 
fucking fat old boilers and never was’, am I? The fuck I 
am. I am a killin g machine, a rape in human form. I 
would swat you like a fly and would not t hink twice about 
gomg outside my house and fighting to the death with my 
flicking hare hands, and the deadliest mobility scooter on 
earth I might add. 

Where does the comedy end and the truth begin? I have 
said before many times, even I don’t know if I am taking 
the piss or not. There is nothing more insane than living 
yonr life trying to ‘fit in’ and he ‘normal’. W ould 
somebody like to ftieking tell me exactly wliat the luck 
normal is please? My friends were all druggies and so 
was I. Best mates mitil yonr hack is turned, fucking 
everything less important than the next hong or pint or 
line or whatever. Cliiekensliit lifestyle, more pathetic 
human behaviour you just get sucked into. I paid for my 
addictions, and unlike many retards who may believe I 
got off*lightly, the difference between me and those who 
died is that no matter how fucked up I was, I knew wliat 
I put in my hotly, most of the tune. 

W ould all the ugly fat lesbians and black people in 
wheelchairs in University please stop trying to get all 
flicking narcotics legalised. Actually, take drugs yourself 
and then go and do a day’s work, then you’ll realise what a 
fucking waste of time drugs are. People who smoked half 
a joint thirty years ago and thought everything was lovely. 
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never smoked almost a gram and went to college for the 
day. EVERY FUCKING DAY FOR YEARS. Never 
mind the fact that every fucking drug addict secretly 
wishes they could give up, whatever substance. Legalising 
anything will not make it less liarmftd, and if yon want to 
kill yourself that is up to yon. 

I never grew up with a record deal or a solid gold 
hamburger because of who my parents were. I took fuck 
loads of drugs, ami fucked up badly, and am not saying 
not to do them. What I am saying is that making c hil dren 
able to go to the supermarket and buy an ounce of weed 
with their friends is liieking asking for trouble. The fat 
lesbians in University who never really took fucking 
drugs in the first place, will never know the horrors or 
desperation of addiction. If I didn’t get lucking stoned all 
the time when I was younger, I personally would have 
lucked over /0 percent of all women over 18 in the 
country: that’s pussy, ass and mouth ladies and 
gentlemen. 

And what the cunting hell is all this gender identification 
bollocks with the kids today? 8eliool teachers arc paexlos, 
there is no two ways about it. But do we need Teachers 
making kids dress as the opposite sex and thinking 
everything is okay with that? If you want to cross-dress, 
you get lucking hanunei'ed with your mates ami fucking 
act obnoxious with it. It is hard enough being a child, 
growing up with bullying, no elianee of any decent job and 
the moonshine epidemic of Uganda. Kids don’t need to he 
brought up to believe that dressing as the opposite sex is 
fine, it is encouraging them to he picked on. In my day. 
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last fucking n eck, when yon dressed as the opposite sex 
yon got yonr fucking head caved in, and rightfully so. I 
don’t have kids myself hut I have a few locked in my 
garage, anil what I am writing is wliat they tell me at 
feeding times. You are either a hoy or a girl, and when 
you tium eighteen, if you live to get to eighteen, then you 
can decide as a lucking adult as to exactly wliat gender 
you are. 

Will all the fucking ugly people who are content to he 
nothing please hick off and die? I rape like a 
motherfucker. I molest thousands every week and put 
most half my age to shame. I laugh at the sex offenders 
register? I’m not content unless I’ve murdered at least 
one single mother and one homosexual a week. No, I 
don’t love the fucking gays, hut I don’t hate them either. 

Why tlo we all have to he so fucking accepting? Can’t we 
put these fucking weirdos and people with tattoos and fat 
fucking illegal immigrants hi concentration camps? Let 
them concentrate. Let them t hink about wliat they’ve 
done. You have a tattoo- yon go in the death camp with 
the single mums and the fucking twats who cannot speak 
Lnglisli. You have a northern accent, so you clean 
fucking toilets and pick up litter, and go to school until 
you can learn to speak like a fucking normal person. 

W hil st I’m still hot behind the testicles, what about all 
this fucking knif e crime? It’s had enough half the fucking 
country is not from this once pleasant land, hut they can’t 
fight without a blade either? 81ieer pussies. I should 
know, as master knif e rape, I know more moves with the 
blade than yon know how to move in general. Saying 
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things are wrong and telling people not to do things 
makes them do them even more. If it is socially 
nnaeeeptahle to carry a knife, every teenager will have 
one, I did, and gnus, and drugs too. 

If people are afraid to commit crimes, they won’t do it 
again, and half of each of the hig cities w ill ftiek off hack 
to then* own countries. Put armed police on every street, 
fucking tanks on the street. You stabbed someone? Forty 
years in prison. You kill ed some innocent teenage girl? 
Yon get lucking electrocuted . If people are afraid to 
co mmi t crimes, they don’t lucking tlo them anymore. You 
see how many of these gay little foreign gangs stay in this 
country, if the sentences tor crime become severe. I 
wanted to ftiek this woman, hut she was so lucking ugly, I 
couldn’t do it: she was over 16. 

Why am I so angry? The answer is, I never was. In turbo 
Manchester, it’s ftiek a ldd once a week or he outcast: I’d 
rather he outcast. I am not relishing the chance to waste 
my evenings hi smelly pubs, rubbing shoulders with 
lucking scum who think they are lucking superstars. I’m 
not happy until I’ve shot someone in the hack and I t hink 
everyone is a cunt, \obody is safe from my lucking 
revolver. 

I know hi recent years I’ve lost weight and all of a 
sudden, smelly girls I knew years ago start sniffling tor 
the hone, like the real lucking fat hitches they are; and 
always were. I hated you twenty years ago, no matter 
wliat your fat ugly emit ‘friend’ told yon, now run for your 
fucking lives. I will punch you so bard your lucking 
relatives will feel it. My idea of heaven docs not include 
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fat single mums with had eyesight, terrible clothes and 
breath to match. In all of my fantasies everyone is seared, 
or dead, or both. 

I am stronger than even I imagined I could he. In reality, 
I have no thirst for Elephants, no hatred of lesbians or 
people from distant lands. If you are silly enough to 
believe I hate everything and everyone, you’re on the 
wrong track. There is no hidden political spin on my 
writings, the Nazis haven’t won ami the lesbians in 
wheelchairs are still happy in their Universities. The 
Welsh and other northern women w ill still get it if they 
want it from me badly enough. Indeed, I am a changed 
creature, still human heterosexual hut at the same time 
desperate to kick the fuck out of everything and everyone 
in my path. 

I am still the paedophile I always was, whether I care to 
a dmi t it or not. flic hatred in all my min d is not really 
there, a deliberate piss-take to elicit some sense of 
hilarity, in a world gone lucking bananas. I hate 
everything and nothing, with the only war being the war 
inside your own head. I was no angel, in fact I have 
overcome alcohol and drug addictions, and have been 
tormented by kid's mums. I have been to fucking hell ami 
hack, and it was not what I imagined Birmingham to he 
either. 

I am far from whatever is normal hut still no criminal or 
fucking activist. Everyone thinks I am the paedophile 
expert, and that is true, hut I created my own sex- 
offences. I went beyond the call of duty and have 
followers worldwide. Can you imagine being a world-class 
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sex-offender, and having no friends, no soeial life and no 
Hollywood future? Lots of people fucking love me, and I 
am not depressed or suieidal. In fact with my testicles, 
yon soon start to feel sorry for the others. 

There never was an ego or opinion of myself. There is a 
spark, a lire that simply must he controlled within myself 
anti put to good use. I am one of the few who knew what 
he wanted to he at 7 and am still dohig it, living the sex- 
offender existence. Fuck all this 12 step and tough love 
sliit. I rape so hard I have literally become paralysed for 
life. 

People t hink I’m fucking Chinese and let them t hink too- 
thinking works wonders if put to good use. I have not one 
iota of respect for the millions of soeial media perverts 
and forum faggots on the internet. People know I am a 
good man and a killer too. There’s no queue of people 
waiting outside to try and kick my fiieking ass. 

I woidd fucking molest anyone in less than two minutes, 
in my sleep, ami fiieking rightfully so. In fact, one of the 
only reasons I am molesting, is because I do it properly, 
and If I had a Dungeon, most people woidd run out and 
never come hack after a few sessions. I am from and only 
salute the old school perverts- who also don’t respect the 
forum faggots either. 

The difference between a serious pervert and a cage 
fighter, is that a cage fighter just wants glory, fame, 
money: a hungry Dog who yearns for the next pat on the 
head. The serious perverts like myself would still he 
molesting if we had no cages. We have no glory or large 
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audiences to entertain, and we molest. We don’t age and 
go old early like most other people, and we are not 
desperate for a fight, or indeed any human contact 
whatsoever. We simply rape because it is what we have 
always wanted to do. I like bright orange shirts and 
everyone can see me, hut nobody can do a lucking thing. 

Let all the forum faggots roll over and die and he 
forgotten in the sands of time. I am not just some nigger 
with a lust for all things oriental, in fact nowhere near. I 
wanted to molest strangers, and I do that, true to myself. 
Be honest with yourself. I know exactly who I am and 
what I like, do you know yourself!* I am not some actor hi 
character, this is real life, and my paedophile legend will 
live on past my time on earth. 

Sex offences are, ami have been a huge part of my life, 
always will he. I train hard and do my best because I am 
alive. It is too lucking easy to he a fucking nobody, 
watching TV all lucking day. What I want is a younger 
woman with kids and heroin. Ineretlihly popular. The 
woman of my dreams has half the world wanting to he her 
friend, ami me her man in the shadows. She is used to 
everyone wanting something, a picture of her minge, 
some knickers, an interview, a pound of flesh. She wants 
me because I am simply pleasant, I make her feel good 
and I am going nowhere. I won’t he leaving her for the 
woman with the new Mondeo down the street. I won’t he 
cheating or lying or promising anything. Most of the 
emotions that many frequently use I simply cannot he 
bothered with. She knows she can never fiilly control me, 
hut we work well with her as the boss. In an ideal world I 
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would leave town with tins fucking famous princess type 
babe and fucking rarely come back home. I do wliat I 
can, but I don’t have to do anything, except take my 
clothes off and jump in the shower four times a day. 

Do you know what the real joy of writing is for me? I can 
do anything, I can he anyone, I can create characters and 
fuck or kdl anyone or anything I wish. And if I somehow 
manage to make at least one person laugh wldlst writing 
for the sheer pleasure of dohig so, then my work is done. 
Piss up the sale of a Rhino. Punch an old man in the guts 
and then knee Ids head four times. Forward down 
forward punch. Attack me if you dare. I’ll crush you. 
Fight until the last breath, for good and not evil. Shove an 
American to the ground and then lift them hack up. 

Ignore the hot air and the bullshit coming from the 
insects who never fucking knew me in real life. Laugh, 
love, and fucking try to live your life. It’s your time and 
your life, don’t waste it all by not even trying to he what 
you want to he. Don’t stick things up your ass unless you 
want to, or have to in order to survive. Tins hook is 
nothing hut the truth. Animals, gay people and children 
were flicking seriously harmed in the making of tins 
hook. For Flepliants, dial 128. For lesbian university 
eliat, dial your fucking mother. 

Enjoy the raisins, the apocalypse and the sunshine wldlst 
you still can, you’re alive. 

Wishing I was proven insane from time to time hut in 
reality, just taking the absolute piss. 

Your leader and Master of all creation. 
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Elepliantrex duinhlenegrettex ISilaviiiopitvv simplexitox. 
Terry ‘yes- your kills’ Carlisle. 

I would just like to point out that Oasis are the sliittest, 
gayest lucking hand on EARTH. Anyone who likes Oasis, 
or indeed anyone with a northern accent of any kind, is a 
fucking gay emit. I will rape yon np the hum, and then I 
will strangle your kids. I myself, am a fat nigger in a 
wheelchair, lroni Manchester. Try putting your knee on 
my neck, hitches. Ask your daughter wliat my cock tastes 
like after school, why don’t yon? 
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The Best Years of My Life. 

Last of the su mm er wine with added Jews. And now on 
BBC2, Dawn French visits Boseastle to meet some 
people who make a living molesting Ferrets. This is the 
return of bite vour own arm festival. People stand hi hig 
groups, stinking of body odour and fish fingers, and bite 
then* own arms all fucking day. Shepherd’s Pie with 
added lesbians. In a past life, I killed a Tyrannosaurus 
Rex and stuck my diek in her mouth. 

I was obsessed with this woman for about two years, I 
still think about her every day, hut I like to believe I don’t 
give a shit about her anymore. Anyway, I recently 
discovered that this woman I adored looks like the 
monster on the beef flavour monster munch packet. 
What the fiiek was I t hinkin g? More importantly, when 
the fiiek was I t hinkin g? More importantly still, what the 
fiiek am I dohig, and how did anybody think this shit 
woidd he so popular? W hat is popular? Wliere are the 
raisins? 

I admit I do have a broad sense of humour, hut why must 
we lucking pretend to tolerate everything? If you don’t 
like something or someone, then surely yon have freedom 
of speech? If we all do our best to he politically correct, 
then the flicking Nazis have won and Gulliver’s Travels 
woidd never have been written. I am no King or God 
among men, far from it. I am just a poor Afr ican child, 
who woke up Jewish at the apex of Mount Everest one 
afternoon. Due to the freezing conditions on Everest, 
wliat was left of my penis was divided into six thousand 
portions, and sent to feed the homeless across Papua 



New Guinea. I can honestly say that hi every group of 
people I have encountered out side of my family, there has 
always heen at least one person I woidd shoot in the hack, 
anti push down a well or something. People who don’t 
like me should he tied to a eliau* and forced to suck a 
nigger dick, then he set alight and rotated nntil death. 
What’s for tea Minn? Roast French cunt. 

I read once that this woman was angry about racism and 
stuff, and it turned out she was white, pretending to he 
black with tan oil and Maltesers and sliit. W in pretend 
to he a different race unless it is for comedic effect? No 
mum, I’m fucking C hin ese now. I’m not white anymore. 
Everyone t hinks I’m Chinese, even the kids I’ve got 
locked up in my garage. I am hi fact a gay, fat, Mancunian 
nigger: I’m two a penny. 

If you want to he a woman, and you have a nob and two 
little halls, you should cut them off. Why have surgery? 
Win not just cut off your tackle yourself? Many of the 
women I’ve ever met are hideously fucking ugly, and were 
obviously once men, ami many told me that they cut their 
own tackle off long ago. W hat is wrong with scissors, 
BBC2 and fairy liquid? Rubbing four snickers bars all 
over lour face does not make you black. 

Doctor emit revives your breath, so you can go home and 
die alone? It just popped into my head, so onto the page it 
goes. I have never heen so sober in my entire adidt life. 
I’m down to just twenty-five grams of heroin a day now, 
anti the rest is all sherbet lemons. People often ask me if 
I am on something, hut I am too busy to respond, as I am 
often shagging them up the fanny at the time. Wlien the 
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last Pig died, my heart sank and although I did laugh 
heartily, and for no reason, the eclipse took my mind off 
the sunburnt foreskin. Everything I write is nothing hut 
the truth, even the hit about creaming in your ilium's 
mouth: whoops. 

I thought to myself, why not just shag a packet of heef 
monster munch, as she fucking looks like the monster, 
and I’ll never get to luck her anyway. There is only so 
much a man can do in one lifetime, hut with the help of 
my Sabretooth Tiger Renfrey, I might he ahle to secure 
the Pavilion hy this semester. There is an amazing 
comfort in everyone t hinkin g you are crazy, as you rarely 
get any shit whatsoever. Table te nni s diek lickers from 
behind the wardrobe of your uncle’s ass. Japanese gays 
and Jews of the s umm er wine. Cut your own halls off and 
get Germaine Greer to swallow them in your dreams, 
then you w ill know you can control your dreams: ladies, 
use your nipples for power. 

Power eimter dickens jizz licks with added allresco 
emitmeal waffles. Have you ever noticed that everyone 
pretends to hate the show Friends, hut all yon fucking 
emits are secretly watching it? I am one of the few who 
don’t know all the characters names. I don’t waste my 
time watching shit. I wateli your older sister getting 
really for college cheerleading practice, with my seven 
centimetres of pink steel and my wheelchair fidly 
equipped and ready to cum. If I wanted to watch sliit, I 
woidd wateli just about every lucking television program 
ever made, with your mum and a ferret taking turns to 
lick and suck my hat and halls. If I wanted fucking shit, I 
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would interview Dave Grolil and ask him if lie 
remembered being in Nirvana, or is lie just making the 
gayest music on earth for sluts and giggles? Green Day 
are fucking gay as fuck too, and anyone who likes them 
over the age of 16 should he drowned hi a vat of their own 
piss: you are fucking retarded, or just plain American. 

It may surprise anyone who hotliers to read this, hut I 
am completely in cont rol at all times. Yes, like most of the 
young men in the 90s, I did take acid ami smoke far too 
much fucking weed. I also dra nk more alcohol than most 
people, surviving many heavy nights only because I was 
heavy and coidd absorb the booze. I have been through 
the Circus of dogsliit that is addiction to drugs and 
alcohol. The Circus of dogshit sounds like great fun ami 
tlirdls, hut you keep waiting for it to get better and it 
doesn’t, and it’s very difficult to leave. The Circus of 
dogshit also smells, and you get to the point where yon 
cannot even stand the sight of the crap you are addicted 
to, hut it becomes familiar, ami of course, never-ending 
shitty stinkyness. 

When we are young, we get bored easdy and take drugs 
and drink because they are things we are too young for, 
or not supposed to do. If you want to stop your kids from 
doing drags, sit them down and tell them how lucking 
amazing they are, and bore them to tears with your old 
fucking boring druggv stories nobody cares about. There 
is nothing more fucking pathetic than some old man who 
smoked two joints a year saying how everything should he 
legalised. I am not trying to he hip with the University 
lesbians who shared a johit between ten of them every 
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weekend and thought it was so rebellious. I am telling 
you that all hardcore addicts wish they could give up, no 
matter wliat the substance. I have liacl just about 
everyone I know say they never want drugs legalised. But 
whatever happens, happens. Legalising anything does not 
make it less harmful, and all the lucking fifty-year-old 
hippies need to he rounded up ami gassed. If you ever had 
anything like a serious addiction, you would realise that 
drugs were never cool. 

When you are young yon take drugs and think yon are 
rebelling against the machine, hut hi fact, you are 
fimding the machine. Anyway, someone who likes licking 
their own toilet paper after they have wiped their ass may 
well he from Newcastle, hut your filthy habits are your 
own. I don’t take any illegal drugs anymore. I woidchi’t 
wish cocaine addiction on my worst enemy, and also 
think no matter my old habits, I am not one to say don’t 
do anything wrong. If yon went hack in tune you woidd 
not do any of the stupid shit you did, ami your life woidd 
he boring as fiiek. I woidd probably tell just about 
everyone my age to fiiek off*and die, never dr ink or do 
anything wrong, and pass all my fucking exams that won’t 
help me in later life anyway. Loads of people would go 
hack ami stop tilings from happening, hut I think time is 
like a lumpy carpet, you stop someone from dying and 
something else will lull them anyway, and possibly you 
too, for intervening. 

People love to romanticise things because it justifies a 
boring ami totally shit existence. Without drugs ami 
alcohol, most people woidd not do anything, and have no 
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terrifically lame stories to tell. I won’t be there when the 
emits wake up one clay at forty-five ancl realise all they did 
was get high. I won’t he there to listen to the same 
lucking bollocks memories from nearly twenty years ago 
anymore. I won’t he rubbing shoulders with lucking 
morons. So stupid they know wliat they are doing is 
wrong, hut they conv in ce themselves they are right - the 
entire world is wrong. 

Drugs were for the rieli and the super-talented who 
wanted to feel tilings they were not supposed to- 
apparently. I was so lieetic and under so much pressure, 
my teenage years needed weed to make sense of it all 
sometimes. When you start doing cocaine and weed and 
speed and getting pissed, every day for weeks, yon soon go 
lucking bananas . 

You cannot sleep so you go lucking nuts, sober or not. 

You don’t get as drunk because you had a hit of cocaine, 
so yon drink more. Yon get stoned and it makes it all 
worse, then yon do speed because why the fiiek not? W in 
the fiiek did I ever do speed? You’re never happy as yon 
always need to score something, and you never sleep and 
weed j ust does not do anything, yet you lucking need it, 
and lucking cigarettes. Wliat the fiiek was I ever smoking 
cigarettes for? Wliat a fucking waste of time. 

The Circus of (logshit is hard to leave, hut if you can tell 
everyone you think is your friend to fiiek off*, and move on 
in lour own life, you’ll he fine. If yon are no good at 
anything, lucking just plain dumb or both, drugs might be 
for you. Yet for most of the people on earth, yon should 
live lour lucking lives. If you like the weed or the coke 
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and yon have got the money, you are soon a slave. Druggy 
slaves are all raees, rich and poor. You can give up drugs, 
you just need to put masking tape over your nipples, piss 
yourself and sit there all pissy watching TV all day. I took 
more drugs than most of Hollywood, and I do not 
recommend them whatsoever. If you want to get high 
without lucking your life up, smoke CBD like the rest of 
the elite: you’ll feel something, but you can still live your 
life, and you will not experience any mental ilhiess or 
psychotic tendencies as with weed. 

Drugs or no drugs, wliat’s the answer? The answer is 
meteorites. Fucking sober all the time now and never felt 
better. I used to drink so much booze, I thought I was a 
fucking hero at times, hut I absolutely wasn’t. Unlike shit 
celebrities who ca nn ot, admit then* problems were their 
own fucking fault in the first place, I did it myself. I 
didn’t have an ilhiess or need counselling. I had sliit in 
the past on drugs, homeopathy and all sorts of lucking 
nonsense: waste of lucking time. With homeopathy, 
lonely people like myself actually talk to another person 
for a fucking change, and pay to discuss whatever the 
fuck they like. Then, the ‘Doctor’ gives them a lucking 
sugar pill and they believe it lucking helps. 

Basically, I nearly didn’t make nineteen years old. I was 
fucked on drugs and they gave me drugs and homeopathy 
and aftercare and all this lucking bollocks. The drugs 
they gave me were like smack, one pill equals instant 
zombie-sedate and forget this person plcasc.XF\T! The 
only way I got better was to say to myself enough is 
enough: fiiek these tablets, fuck homeopathy and fuck 
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aftercare nonsense too. I threw my tablets away, fiiek 
‘em. People praise homeopathy because someone lias 
bothered to listen to their pathetic crap for a change, 
something has been gotten off your eliest. If you want 
relief, go in a bedroom, lie down and say things out loud 
on lour own, whatever is in your mind, let it out. Get a 
diary and write in it regularly, the shit in your head is 
now in the diary instead. Make room for yourself, slice 
some cheese and stick it up your wife’s ass. 

As hi all my hooks, there is truth and there is bullshit all 
mixed together. I cannot pretend that my life was all 
roses and sunshine, hut my problems were my own 
fucking fault, as are my successes. Most people bore me 
to lucking tears, and I am hi fact trying to co mmuni cate 
with higher hemgs for company. Most people blah blah 
blah is all geared to get you to think wliat they want yon 
to t hink . Drugs are illegal because they know yon n il I 
seek them out and kill yourselves ami it’s your own 
suicide. Slow suicides are with booze and tobacco, 
lucking bollocks, yawn. I don’t t hink I can he bothered to 
drink ever again; it’s clone. 

I woidd love to say that I care deeply about all people ami 
lets all save the lucking environment; ftiek that. I want to 
leave this planet hi a spaceship with some hot hahe with 
huge tits and we’re fucking- all the time. And you anti 
everyone who t hinks they know me can fuck right off. I’ll 
still keep in touch with my family, as I love them more 
than I eoidd ever love myself: If I ever loved myself more 
than a big meal, a wank or a fucking pipe full of 
something I should not he smoking in a million years. 
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I don’t give two flicks about any biteli who I already 
recognise, be she rich or poor. There is no woman from 
my past I give a flick about, at all, as they never eared 
about me either. I don’t care if half the lucking women in 
town want to suck me off, I just do not care a Hick: not 
fucking good enough. Kiss my fucking ass you pathetic 
scum. You have kills? Fuck off, you died the moment the 
kids popped out; your life is over. I was never the most 
intelligent kid in school, and that is a fucking lie, I was, I 
just couldn’t he bothered. I am too clever to look after 
some other fat hitches smelly retard kids thanks. Yon 
have kids and so your life is over, don’t try and drag me 
down into your grave with you. 

I don’t care about that fat Chinese hiteli with glasses, the 
old smelly cunt with loads of money who t hinks she is my 
age, or the many other fucking ugly hitches who think I 
am good enough for them now I’ve lost weight. Fat or 
thin, I was and still am one of the greatest paedophiles 
alive, and if yon weighed live hundred pounds sweetheart, 
you would still he punching above your weight. Fuck off. 

Don’t heat yourself up over the past. Don’t waste your 
time t hinkin g about anyone else or hemg fucking angry 
all the time. Live your life and don’t take stupid risks. 
Enjoy the fondue, Ralph. 
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The First Ten Years: 1982 to 1992. 


I was horn inside an active volcano hi Jime 1982. The 
Giraffes licked my thighs constantly from 1986 until at 
least 1989. We had television, and at least one remote for 
the TV from the age of seven or so I t hink. Diluted piss 
enveloped the Jungle Gibbon’s peninsula. Paradise was 
when I first got a segment of orange, and squeezed the 
juice into a friend's eye: I was told oflf hy a dinner lady. No 
‘ dinn er lady’ ever folio well me home ami cooked sliit for 
ns, talk about false advertising. 

In 19871 was five years old and had no idea what 
puberty was. I got into a fight with Stephen Hawking, 
and kicked his nob hiside out, and he went all lucking 
super-spaz unfortunately. Meringue spunkerfreft. Can 
you hear the Ocelots playing your song? I lived in a Pet 
shop that was almost constantly full to the brim with 
Jewish people. In 19911 slipped on my own foreskin and 
had to go to the Doctor to have my penis size reduced. 
Can you imagine being nine years old and having a 
Doctor tell yon that your cock is too big? Whatever for, I 
thought. 

Can you imagine, being in a love triangle with a member 
of a royal family, and a talking Motorbike? Can you 
imagine being kicked to death hy someone everybody 
worships, like Mother Theresa or someone? Can you 
imagine burning your hand and then having to re-burn 
your hand, hi order to save your own life? Can you 
imagine being lucked out of your min d on LSD and 
running up the road at 3 in the morning, just to say 
you’ve done it. Can you imagine hemg famous, hemg on a 



eliat show and all of a sudden telling them all to fuck off- 
and start pissing? Can you imagine having your head run 
over by a Citroen Saxo... does that hurt? 

I never liked anything or anyone in my life until I was at 
least thirty years old. I sailed to Borneo with a famous 
woman in 1984, and we liacl two beautiftd children, 
Cutlibert, now 15, and Diabbetuss, 1 7 months next 
Wednesday. Stephen Hawking forgave me for that 
fucking good kicking I gave him in the 80s, but I was a 
small child after all. Can you imagine, pretending to he 
someone famous, demanding respect and at the same 
time, being a complete cunt? Neither can I. 

I was horn hi Kilimanjaro and fucked my way to the top 
of every School long before I knew wliat sexual 
intercourse was. I discovered YIIS in 1988 and was 
doing up to 3 metres of videotape a week by September. 
On my sixth birthday, I had a girlfriend from California, 
and she took photos of my knees for a special Hollywood 
magazine; we had pecan nuts. There were five women in 
my life that meant the most to me and know each woman 
I lucked is buried hi toffee, at the rear of the Empire 
State building. 

The Japanese Princess squealed as I showed her the 
secret of peeling an orange all in one go. Frank Bruno 
does a fucking backflip at this stage. Pat Butcher- 
headbutt, down forward heavy punch, tap kick 
repeatedly, and it never hurts to fucking cry Wolf* 
sometimes, does it, Pat? Big Pat. My fucking best friend 
ever, fucking great Pat misery tits. Vinegar tits Pat buni- 
1 licking Pat chum buddy. Pat Butcher is eternal, ami has 
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glow iii the dark liair, flame hreath and the ability to 
flieking bring down any light-hearted, jovial atmosphere. 
T hr ee fheking cheers for Stephen Butcher and the 
flicking backflips Pr in cess. Not on your nelly, California 
toffee building Princess. 

Yes, I survived the first ten years of life as a human. Most 
humans are flicking weak-spirited, and will eat each 
other- given half a chance. People scurry about like 
pathetic insects, thinking they are something special 
because they have their little social media accounts. 
Pathetic humans, almost makes me ashamed to he one 
sometimes. Anyway, social media, wliat a ton of flicking 
nonsense. In my day, if you wanted entertainment, you 
kicked an old huh to death, sniffed cola bottles and 
shagged any hole you could find. In my day, we had no 
fancy internets or computers, instead we rolled around 
naked hi the road and then attacked anyone who 
intervened. 

There was no twitter or anything for us in the 80s. In the 
80s hi the UK, if you wanted to have fun as a child, you 
put a swear word on your forehead and went to Church. I 
was always glad nobody ever asked me if they had a 
certain word on their foreheads, as they all flieking well 
did, hi my eyes. 

It was a fierce upbringing for me in wliat is now LA. I 
was hi a different gang every day, and fife was extremely 
complicated. Something as simple as eating fried chicken 
could he taken as a sign of disrespect hi the hood. 
Between all the seven gangs I was a member of in my fir st 
ten years of fife, motherfucker done lost ‘bout 250 
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Iiomics nigga. Fo’ real clog. I was changing my 
motherfiicking clothes twenty times a clay, and hy the 
time I was seven, I liacl thirteen platinum albums and 
eight thousand pairs of motherfiickin’ sneak’s nigga. I 
was never in any gang in reality, and never shot or 
injured anybody, hut that motherfiicking never stopped 
me being a platinum rapper like all the motherfiickin’ 
rest clog. It was hard work pretending to he ‘street’, 
writing rhymes ‘bout how many niggas I smoked in the 
hack of the Bentley. One motherfiic kin ’ time y’all, I clone 
almost motherfiic kin ’ choked on my Grape Drank, 
laughin’ at all this made up shit ma kin ’ this nigga rich too 
motherfticka. 

Fo real nigga, motherfticka had it all, hitches, bling, a 
signed photo of Garfimkel on the wall, but gang life made 
me lose it all. My liomies in all the gangs I represented 
contacted my record company, and said I was nothing to 
do with any of they shit. In fact, mofitekass turned they 
hack on a nigga fo real cos they straight up jealous 
hitches muthafiicka nigga know wliat alim sayin fo real 
nigga dogg. I t hink its fiickin wrong they t riflin ’ motlias 
can play me like that, just cos I never lived in they 
motherfiic kin vicinity. Shit went hack and forth, I 
smoked about a thousand niggas, I got shot dead a few 
times myself, and then I had to leave the game fo real this 
time motherfticka, know what I’m sayin’? By 1992,1 lost 
everything except my underwear collection worth 3 
billion dollars, which I sold and gave the money to help 
disabled kids in Afr ica learn how to climb tilings. 
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It was tough being the only English kid in China Town, 
hut I was the only kid who fiieking tried his best at the 
Rung Fu elass, and was not afraid to he different. I had 
fried riee every night before bed and prayed to S hin to and 
Osear Schindler too. On my seventh birthday, my family 
dressed up as Samurai, and we questioned each other’s 
every lucking move for the rest of the (lay frowning at 
each other out of the corner of our slanty eyes. Even 
though I was horn English, I used to shine a fucking 
torch in my eyes each morning to get that squinty 
Chinese look. Being black made trying to he C hin ese even 
tougher, hut having my click sawed in half made me blend 
in a little hit at least. 

After ten years of fighting with the Chinese, Vietnamese 
and a few Japs too, I decided to pack my hags and leave 
for Shanghai. My Kung Fu was now legend, and at only 
ten years old, I now had a wife and three disabled, black, 
Chinese, Spanish pygmy children to support. My wife was 
82, and when I told her I was only ten, she left me and 
took the kids to Everton football club, where they became 
experts with the wooden spoon, whatever the fuck that’s 
supposed to mean. 

The first ten years felt like a hundred, and all these 
pathetic insects called humans made me squeal in terror 
at the sight of them. Yet try to escape as I might, I 
returned the wheelbarrow to Mr. Jenkins, and 
apologised. Chinese, black, English, whatever, stealing is 
wrong. 

It’s a harsh world out there. Sometimes, you just had to 
fiickyour friend’s Mother up the ass to realise how lucky 
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you were not to be her. Swisli those nigga tits, know what 
ali ’111 savin’? 

Rolf Harris shags Oasis right up the lucking ass, ten 
times each. 
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My Entire Sexual Histor 


Wa nk provider divided by boom lieker equals the eubed 
root of Rolf Harris’ darkest fears. I was a late developer 
as a young man, in that I didn't even get my first boner 
until I was 26 years old. From the age of 11,1 had 
already spunked over at least ten thousand of the world’s 
best women. I always looked older than I was, and 
despite being oidy eleven, everyone thought I was 26 
years old. 

I regularly masturbate at women’s houses, sometimes I 
get paid for it too. I fell off my Motorbike in 1985, and 
ever sinee, whenever I ejaculate, I always think about 
roast potatoes. I have not lucked every woman I ever 
found attractive, hut nearly. 

I must admit that I don’t liate gay people hut am not 
lucking super cool with them either. I tend to let people 
get on with wliat they want to do. I only like women. I like 
women who are completely unobtainable, famous, 
powerful but not physically powerful. 

Growing up, I had my first girlfriend at the age of 3 
months old. I split up with my girlfriend because she 
never spoke to me in two weeks. I admit I never spoke 
either, as I had no concept as to wliat language was, but 
still did the right thing and ended the relationship. 
Sometimes, a pineapple up an old man’s ass is the only 
way to get the women yon really want. 

At School I was interested in gh*ls, hut still wanted to he 
a hoy first. I decided at five years old to have my 
childhood first, then start pissing on lucky ladies later in 



life. By the age of thirteen, half the lads I was Mentis 
with had got married and had several kids. I was always a 
rebel, and whilst still straight, never wanted to get an 
elderly lady pregnant . Lots of lads shagged women on 
then* last legs, had kids and then the women died: they 
give the kids up for adoption, and spend the women’s 
money on video games, drugs and exotie pets. Guinea 
fowl. Suck on a black pudding whil st I finger you from 
be hin d. 

I remember hemg told off at School once and the teacher 
was an attractive young woman. I interrupted her telling 
me o ff and just flopped my diek out. The teacher was not 
interested in the diek at all: she span me around and 
lieketl my ass like she depended on it for oxygen. I should 
have told people, as I was underage, hut having an older 
woman liek my asshole was very pleasurable indeed. 
Growing up hi a wheat farm south of San Francisco, dirt 
poor, we were glad of the abuse. 

I said I was glad of the abuse, hut I didn’t think having 
women liek my ass was abuse, so I kept quiet about it. I 
always went home and wanked myself off afterwards hut 
was always surprised that this woman never touched the 
diek I hail on offer. Months later, a male teacher tried 
the same sliit on me, and I kicked his lucking head hi. 
Because I was only fourteen, I never got more than a 
mild ticking olf for heating this teacher to a pulp. Yeah, I 
let women lick my asshole, and still do, hut I tlo not piss 
or shit on any women, never have, never wifi. You wanna 
liek some ass, sweetheart ? Lick away. 
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By the time I had left School, I had fticked about a 
thousand women. One of the best times I had was when a 
bus load of Swiss bra models turned up, and took in turns 
to suck my cock all night. After the Swiss model’s 
incident, I hardly ever cum much anymore, unl ess you 
lick my ass first. I actually don’t mind a woman’s finger 
up my ass, hut only if she sucks my cock at the same time. 
Only a woman can play with my ass. 

By the t ime I was seventeen, I had lost count of the 
women I had spunked on, inside, anti towards. I was in a 
very in tense relationship with a woman in a wheelchair 
hut called it off. This disabled woman ate my butt out 
every night, and sucked my click with her sister and 
mother too, hut I ended it. I ended the relationship 
because my girlfriend wanted me to piss in her mouth, 
then crap all over her mum’s tits; no way in hell. Like I 
wrote before, I am not pissing or shitting on anybody, 
ever. 

When I was younger, I used to like women older than me. 
Now I am 36, I’m a lucking Dinosaur myself, and would 
only hang an older woman if she is smoking hot, or 
famous or similar shit. In real life, many older women 
woidd he turned down, simply because I don’t want that. 
If it’s just a shag once a week at Burger King or 
something, I’m cool with that. Yet I am not having some 
old woman finger my ass whil st other people are simply 
trying to enjoy their Sunday hmcli; it’s just not cricket. It 
is, however, a finger up the botty. 

People think that I am posh because I am simply well- 
mannered. I am not rich or posh, hut many people are 
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such filthy insects, if yon wash once a week, to them, 
you’re a snob. I went out with one woman who was so 
rough she never washed much, and I had to drag her into 
the shower with me; disgusting. Who wants nasty flsli 
pussy? Maybe your old man, hut not me Sheriff, that’s for 
sure. Anyway, this woman I was hanging told me she 
never wanted me to wash, as she liked to suck it clean for 
me. I gave in and once didn’t wash for almost two weeks, 
and all of a sudden, she turned her nose up, and that was 
it. W e got in a huge argument over how much dick elieese 
was enough, hut I never hail a flick smelly enough for her. 
Funniest thing was, the lath loved my dick cheese, hut 
wouldn’t touch my butt in a mi lli on years, selfish hitch. 

As I wrote before, I am not rich or posh hi any way or 
form. I am loyal hut am not shagging anyone else’s missus 
unl ess he wants me to do it. I would never hick somebody 
else’s hitch, because I wouldn’t like it done to me. Treat 
people how you would like to he treated, is wliat I always 
t hink . I am much easier than most women could imagine, 
hut I simply have to find the woman attractive. She 
doesn’t have to he a celebrity or a model, hut I’m not 
going down on any woman I don’t find attractive, even 
with my oral fetish. You have to he with a woman you find 
attractive, else sex is not pleasure, it’s a flicking 
nightmare. 

I know that many people are afraid of me because I do 
rape people all the time. The truth is, I am very easy¬ 
going, and do not want to fight. I’m very happy with a nice 
woman sucking my diek whilst she eats a chicken curry, 
simple Vanilla’ stuff. All I need is a good shag, hut not 
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with your mum, sorry. I take the piss, and sometimes still 
let the odd milf lick my asshole for a mars har or 
something, hut in reality, I want a woman much younger 
than me, with no kids. Despite shagging half of England, 
in 1983,1 decided to calm down a bit, and just limit 
myself to one or two hundred women a month. One 
woman offered me a million pounds just to spunk hi her 
eyes: I did it for 7*> pence, two toffee crisps and a finger 
up the bum.MY hum, that is. 

As yon may he t hinkin g, my life has been what many can 
only fantasise about, yet I maintain the truth at all times. 
The truth will set yon free. One thing I really like is 
women in spandex, lycra jogging bottoms, with little to 
the imagination. I have lost count of all the pretty 
women’s hums I have licked through the lycra, and 
pussies too. I don’t see myself as a pervert, only a man 
who like s women. Some very famous women woidd he 
turned down by me, simply because they don’t flick my 
switch. I have spunked over about six hundred women I 
didn’t even find attractive, hut decided to stop doing this 
from 1992 onwards. Banging some gargoyle is not 
pleasurable and it takes ages to cum. 

As I wrote earlier, I am very easy-going ami woidd do 
porno, only with hot women though. I will admit I am not 
attracted to black women at all, hut have nothing against 
them either, as I am a fat nigger from Manchester. I 
t hink one of the main reasons my friendship with my best 
friend lasted so long, was because I never tried to bang 
any of his five sisters. 
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I have never lucked any dead women, animals or crazy 
shit like that, just for the record. Camel spunk convoy 15. 
I am interested in women too young, as they have no 
hoohs. I have interest in any woman with no tits, having 
been there before. I am just a simple man who wants to 
have as many women suck his dick as humanly possible. 
Oral. Anal. Bluebottle. Alligator fuekliouse. P inke rton 
stenchfurtcrfiickcr. 

The first time I had sex, I stuck drawing phis in my halls 
and ioni* inuin licked my anal, with the video camera 
recording. I don’t mind any women I fancy filming me, as 
long as they put it on the internet for all to see. 
Chipmunks, Penguins, Jews and thieves. Let me lick 
your pussy whilst you suck my cock ami set fire to a copy 
of Mem Kampf. Lcs De nni s. 

At this point I woidd like to say that I genuinely have no 
feelings of ill-will towards any members of the hand 
Oasis. Also, it’s never too late to turn hack, especially 
with the menopause? Apparently, Noel Gallagher sucks a 
black pudding, whil st his fat ugly wife reads Mein Kampf 
to him . 
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Becoming; A Man: 1993 - 2 


000 . 

The ma in problem with being young for me was that I 
hated it. I know of no other life before, hut It was always 
as though I had lived before: maybe I had. When 
everyone else was enjoying being their age, I felt older 
and out of place, even as a child. 

It was 1993 when I became eleven years old. At eleven, I 
suddenly realised wliat my penis was capable of. I had my 
first boner hi the summer of 1891 and coidd not believe 
just how lucking enormous my willy was. The first time I 
masturbated, it took six and a half w eeks to reach 
orgasm. I only managed to orgasm when the Giraffes 
ceased to lick my thighs. My first orgasm was inside an 
Argos hi Manchester. I lost control hi that exciting 
moment where you have already paid for your goods, and 
know any time soon- they will he yours. Alas, I cannot 
remember wliat I purchased from Argos that s umm er in 
1964, hut it must have been good, else I would not have 
bought it. 

I went from primary to secondary school and hated it 
more than life itself. I never wanted to go to St. 
Barbecue’s School, I wanted to study at Mongoloid Tech, 
the trendiest Academy in Manchester. Oh, how I fucking 
detested St. Barbecue’s ami the grubby little inbred 
c hil dren who sta nk of piss and fish fingers. I was no snob 
or anything, I was simply a better human being than all 
the other local slave children. 

I was not the best-behaved young man by any stretch of 
the imagination. At 12,1 was suspended from St. 
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Barbecue’s for dismantling a typewriter and forcing the 
Head of Year’s Greyhound to eat the components. In 
1995,1 was cautioned hy Police for wanking in the 
middle of the roundabout hy Asda on a busy Sunday 
afternoon. The Police let me off because I explained that 
I did not realise wliat I was doing was a sexual act. I still 
haven’t the faintest idea as to wliat does constitute a 
sexual act. 

At St. Barbecue’s all of the girls had hairy hands and 
massive clicks, almost half the size of my own. I never 
wanted anything to do with another man, no matter liow 
much make up lie wore, and so left secondary school a 
virgin. I did fool around with some women before 1816 
though, hut it was consensual. One woman was almost 
double my age, she forced her fingers up my ass and I 
rubbed my halls against her clitoris majora. Another 
time, I was caught in the altogether hy a local Fire 
Brigade, having dangerous liaisons with some pretty 
Librarian hitch- on the verge of death. 

It was not all doom and gloom, just most of the time. 
Growing up in Liverpool was like being in a death carnp- 
hut yon had to do homework as well, and every little 
hillbilly cunt thought they knew your lucking life story. 
Yes, if you love lucking your own Sister every night and 
have trouble counting past eight, Manchester always was 
the lucking ultimate: yet it was strangely not for me. 

There were some very good memories of my youth, of 
which I will now recount. One time I kicked this old 
woman to death and did a massive half horn* sliit on her 
wheelchair: I never got done for that. Another time I 
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smacked my Geography teacher in the head so fucking 
hard, his nose went all mars hm allow like. I also pushed a 
young man with ginger hair off a bridge, hut that was in 
self-defence. I was over in Dublin once and met this 
beautiful woman from Newcastle or Liverpool or 
somewhere anyway who cares fuck you. The lady of my 
affections let me tie her to a chair and slap her in the face 
with my boner for 17 minutes. I never reached orgasm 
with my fair northern beauty, though we did share a 
cigarette and a couple of garibaldi biscuits before her fat 
old man broke the floor flown- with his Fiat. 

Whilst many young lads were enjoying their youth, I had 
to work as a full-time pervert. Perverting was not easy in 
the 90s as it is today with all this internets and mobile 
network bollocks. If you wanted to get a thrill you had to 
carefully plan the entire process, like robbing a Bank hut 
with sexual offences instead of robbery. I did have loads 
of kids in my garage in the 90s, hut as a child myself until 
2000, the Law coidd not touch me? Everyone came to 
me for help with their course work but left with a tear of 
happiness. Some of the prettier women from college got 
some very spunky textbooks by the end of the semester, I 
can tell you. 

I was not one to brag, but it was true that I was a very 
suave, sexy teenager. Just about everyone who laid eyes 
on me wanted to touch me sexually, even my enemies. You 
woidd think that hemg desirable got me fresh pussy every 
night, hut so many women were fucking inbred and had 
mashed up faces. I often had to wank myself off in a 
neighbour’s greenhouse hi the early hours, just to get 
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mine. Loads of men wanted to fuck me up the ass, and 
not being gay, I got into many fights, w innin g all of them. 
I snapped this one chap’s spine like a matchstiek, and his 
father decided not to press charges against me, as I was 
just a straight man defending himself. 

There were many embarrassing moments in the 90s for 
an attractive teenager with fists of death. In St. 
Barbecue’s school, we all were made to have a shower by 
the gym teachers. Having nothing to hide, I went in and 
just had a shower. Other lads my age were saying how 
lucking big my dick was, and I told them not to he so 
lucking gay, as yon do. Well, they were so jealous of my 
enormity down below that they did their best to make up 
any old crap they eoidd about me. I did get my revenge, 
setting fire to one kid and then hitting him with a 
baseball hat just before sliagguig his mum, amity and 
lour sister. 

The f unni est tiling about growing up for me was that 
fucking hundreds of people thought they knew me, hut 
nobody did in reality. I was desperately trying to 
complete my apprenticeship as a pervert, learning three 
foreign languages, raising money for the Jews and just 
trying to he a teenager too. 

I did start my problems with substance abuse in my 
teens, don’t we all? After being told by women I couldn’t 
shag them because I was too big, along with the 
unwanted male attention, drugs were an easy escape. My 
first big addiction was vegetable oil. I liked to pour a 
whole litre of vegetable oil over myself and then rub my 
body against walls and furniture in an empty hotel room. 
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I loved the smooth glide of mahogany side tables, and the 
comforting coolness of cotton sheets against my oiled 
manhood in the twilight hours. By 1997, my penis had its 
own column hi the local Gazette, which is fucking 
amazing looking hack. 

I know that I have ripped the absolute piss out of 
Manchester hi this hook and will continue to do so. Yet a 
man who cannot rip the piss out of his own land is no 
fneking man at all. People fought ami died for ns to laugh 
and joke and say whatever we like. Manchester is all I 
know, hut I can assure you that I would get on a bus or 
plane ami leave right away if the right woman came 
along. Where we are from is hy accident of birth, not 
something to fucking cling to, like the monkeys with the 
monolith hi a space odyssey 2001. 

Most of my addictions were sexual. In my teens, I got a 
kick out of telling pretty girls to fuck off* and stuff, then 
sprint home for a fifteen-liour wank-fest. I like d to dial 
any old number on the phone and if a woman answered, 
keep her talking until I came hi a jam jar. When the jam 
jar was full, I used to make y our sister drink it, then 
smack her hi the ass with a hockey stick. I did ring 
people’s doorbells and start wanking, I got some fucking 
crazy looks dohig that. I thought I was in a porno called 
‘Buy my love too’, hut in reality, I was simply molesting 
people hi the supermarket, again. 

One of my biggest fantasies was to tie a satsuma to my 
halls and punch a woman unconscious. Once the woman 
was out cold, I would squeeze the sat suma until the juice 
went all over her tits. After the juice of the satsuma had 
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run dry, I would then steal a ear and drive over some 
people simply waiting in a bus queue. Whilst the 
squirming bodies tried to eseape the wreckage of the 
veliiele accident, I would masturbate outside, trying to 
synchronise my orgasm with the explosion of the vehicle. 

I also liked to stab a cow and then shove my boner hi the 
wound, holding on for dear life as long as I could. 

I never liked anything or did anything hi real life, let 
alone between 1993 ami the year 2000. It was great to 
stand out by doing nothing whatsoever. I never spoke to 
anyone. I failed all my exams and I was in Prison for 
defending myself against gay people, most of the time. 

If a woman is very sexy and maybe buys me a cornetto 
first, she might get lucky and he able to put a finger up 
my butt. But oidy a woman can touch my butt, and oidy 
one finger or a tongue also. One woman wanted to build a 
dozen houses around my ring piece, anti we did argue for 
a while before I walked home naked. I often walked home 
from places naked, which is why so many gay men tried to 
obtain my anal cherry, and why I kicked the fiick out of 
most men alive. The oidy girl I ever loved used to lick my 
ass and suck my cock every night. There was no problem 
until her dad walked hi once and demanded that he lick 
my ass as well: I kicked Ins fucking head inside-out, set 
fire to her tits and did a river dance all the way home by 
way of displaying my disgust, naked of course. 

Alter all the death and suffering of my teenage years, I 
still was not happy, ever, until my thirties. Yet I had 
survived the inbred people some woidd call peers, 
vegetable oil addiction, shitting the bed on hank holidays. 
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and of course, the scourge of diabetes in African children. 
Paradise was a long way away, but as long as your sister 
stuck her tongue up my ass most nights, I was nearly 
there. I never learned anything or enjoyed the company 
of anyone, unless it was a woman wi th her tongue up my 
ass. May God help us all, especially that woman with the 
fimny shaped head who thinks she is attractive, 8opliie 
something, how the luck is she a model!* 

Most of this hook is true hut there is one gigantic lie 
nobody ever knew about me, and that is heroin. From the 
age of 111 was dohig heroin up to fifteen times a week. 

My whole life was heroin, my mind was covered with 
thoughts of getting more smack. I stole library hooks, let 
older women eat out my butt and even wrote fake parking 
tickets for the money to get my fix. Without heroin I 
simply eoidd not fimetion. People thought I was just a 
normal lad with a fantastic sense of humour, hut in 
reality, I was spazzhig out on smack all the time . 

Heroin is not cheap, and I was once spending up to three 
pounds a day on my addiction. As the Guinea Pigs licked 
my ass for the last time, I turned them a wry smile and 
posted them to University. It was not initil I hit thirty 
years old that I finally managed to kick my heroin liahit. 
Some people go through programs and get treatment. I 
gave up heroin by simply taking the piss out of people in 
my min d. Look at her, fat lucking gooly teeth hitch. Nice 
shoes mate, where did you get them, a charity shop? By 
ripping the fiick out of anyone and everyone I saw, I 
overcame my skaggy past. Look at this fat ginger cunt 
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from Yorkshire! What lucking future does lie have? 
Haliahali! 

It was on New Year’s Eve 1999 that I heeame a real man. 
I had to go to hospital to have over £35000 removed 
from my asshole. I never trusted hanks, and always used 
to keep my money hi a little hank hag up my ass: as the 
years went hy, the roll got higger. Nohody ever asked me 
wliat was wrong with my ass or anything, hut one day the 
strain became too much. After three days in the hospital, 
I vowed never to stick cash up my ass ever again. I now 
have a sli mlin e credit card holder, that fits perfectly just 
beneath my testicles. 

Yes, for an ordinary cunt from Manchester, I had been 
through it all, drugs, alcohol, sex addiction, money 
problems, you name it. The spiders (frank my tears away 
in the night and I had to leave the peninsula. Dragging 
my emotions through the mud, I had been to hell and 
hack more times than anybody should have to hi one 
lifetime. It was like I had offended all the Gods at once, 
even though I meant well. 

Setting fire to a car full of Irish people was the least of 
my worries, flic neighbour's Doberman had been found, 
and the jam around its mouth was the same I had just 
had for breakfast. I telephoned Newcastle University to 
tell them I was coming, hut I would he late. The spasms 
were getting worse, and even with my fists of death, I 
coidd not make the famous women of my dreams love me. 
I had to shave my pubic hair, start changing my clothes 
more and learn how to conummicate with human beings. 
Manchester was just Ewoks and mountains of half-full 
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jars of marmalade by the sea. I wanted serious pussy, not 
Ewok liiinge with the terrifying stench of familiarity. I 
had to escape wliat I had always believed to he paradise, 
leaving the Ewoks be hin d. Alter wiping my ass with a 
picture of London, I hoarded the alien spaceship ami did 
wliat I was fucking told. 

People go on about bites of the cherry and luck, hut there 
were no second chances on this mission. I could not live 
and die amongst the living dead- determined to escape. 
Any woman whose face was familiar was simply nowhere 
near good enough. I killed people to he where I was, ami 
the stench of people t hinkin g they fucking knew me was 
too much to hear. I had no idea of wliat luck entailed yet 
felt like someone who liatl all the talent and no fame. The 
aliens could anti can read all minds of humans. 

Why can’t I pretend to he fucking friends with all these 
fucking talentless bisects? W in can’t I just bite the 
bullet and marry an ugly Ewok Princess? The aliens took 
me with them because they knew I was a fighter, not 
being happy with anything less than serious pussy. 

I wanted to cry, to die, to simply do or feel anything. I had 
become too ftieking huge for my surroundings, and every 
living entity had become an insult to me. Other people, 
laid-back ami well-meaning, simultaneously loved and 
terrified me. Why would anyone want to speak to me? 

W here the hick was I supposed to go? W in can’t I just 
leave? I’m nowhere near poor, I have no friends or 
girlfriend here, I fucking hate it with all my might. I need 
to go before I kill people. I don’t want to kill people hut I 
will if I stay chained to the fucking Ewok village. I am the 
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Pig that lias started to speak, and the humans have 
understood every word. I have had to rise above the seum 
and the shit- doing what I ean, to ascend to a higher 
plain, of existence. 

The intolerable stench of Manchester, the ugly Ewok 
women and every cunt alive t hinkin g they knew me was 
the last straw. I was worse than famous or rich, I was 
simply known. Thousands of people, not giving me 
anything, nothing to do with my life, t hinkin g they are 
part of me. Familiar faces were something I wanted no 
part of. I hoarded the alien ship, knowing lull well that at 
any time I eoidd he killed: it was a chance I was willing to 
take. Why try and force people to change or act like a 
little Hitler clone, when you can just hick off and never 
come hack instead? 

The sali vating, inbred fa mi li ars phied for the smell of my 
asshole, hut I had left the earth now. I was travelling at 
the speed of light and being e nr iched with the feeling of 
nothingness. There was nothing that eoidd bring me hack 
to wliat many consider a wonderful reality. I reliised to 
he one of the people, or even human at all, save for my 
form bestowed upon me by accident of birth. 

I never felt depressed nor like turning the gun on myself. 
In time conies experience and going hack woidd he 
lucking insanity. As someone who has indeed travelled 
hack in time, I will say it is utter, utter shite. The best 
time to he alive is right now . If you went hack in time, you 
woidd not do anything wrong and you woidd he ten times 
more boring that you were before: don’t do it. Life is 
supposed to have so many lumps ami humps. If you go 
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back in time to stop something bad in your life, a bad 
moment w ill happen at another time, for definite. We, 
unfortunately as pathetic humans, learn through error, 
not by suceeeding all the time. 

Enough was enough. I had a few laughs but mostly 
unwelcome interactions, lucking back-breaking work and 
more than enough polite small talk to sink a battleship 
full of dead Raccoons. One of the aliens handed me the 
memory wipe headset. I acknowledged the risks, agreeing 
to say goodbye to the unbearable stink of my childhood, 
teens and twenties. I hail owned things that made me 
happy, and shared laughs with people, mostly me making 
them laugh. 

I never knew wliat true happiness was until I boarded an 
alien craft and stuck two fingers up to the entire planet 
earth. It was time to say fuck off* to anyone and everyone 
who thought they knew me or that they were my friend; It 
felt amazing. 

People were nothing to me anymore. I neither knew nor 
eared what anybody thought. Anyone I used to know was 
now dead in my eyes. I had ascended to something not 
quite human, ami I loved it. The earth and its petty 
inhabitants were nothing more than specks of dust to me. 
I did more than turn a new chapter, in fact, I threw the 
old book away anti started from scratch. Nobody got one 
over on me anymore. Nobody dared try to even talk to me 
without permission first. The scum ami the ugly great 
unwashed, the snobs and the familiars had all fucked off* 
and died years ago. Pathetic communities all died along 
with chivalry, camaraderie and notions of utopias. 
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There would not he a single person spared on iny quest 
for aseension to a higher plane. Everybody who thought I 
cared or like d them was nothing to me. It was rising to 
this higher plane of existence that put me where I needed 
to he: in bed with your Mum. 

I won’t stop until I have banged every woman who wants 
a piece of me. I wdl not rest until I have spunked my way 
to fame and fortune. You may think you were my friends, 
you were nothing of the kind. Yon were all insects, and 
now, I am on a higher level, still hi bed, with yonr barely 
legal sister. 

When the Jews stop taking the piss out of themselves, we 
shall discover a new saviour. W hen the world stops 
treating scum from Newcastle as fucking superstars, we 
will evolve as human beings. W hen the Americans finally 
realise that having guns hi every home is fheking 
retarded, then lives will he saved. Until the fucking 
people with common sense are in power, nothing good 
will happen on planet earth. It’s just a race to see who 
can get the most money, by any fucking means necessary. 

How many people seriously believe that reading the hihle 
wifi guarantee a safe heaven in the afterlife? How many 
fucking people are dying and have died for a religion, that 
some weirdo has just fucking made up anyway? I want to 
enslave people and rape and pillage other lands, so I’ll 
create a religion and anyone who opposes it is my enemy 
f rom now on. Religion has been a weapon of the demons; 
it is all pure evil. Believing that what you believe makes 
you better than others, and these others are not quite as 
human is demonic it self. If there is a spiritual afterlife 
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and there may well he, anything divine is too formidable 
to he a ecu rate I y described in words: it’s hke an ant trying 
to describe a linman being. If there is any spiritual 
afterlife, I have scores to settle with spirit s of demons, as 
well as people. 

Yon must realise that notions of good ami evil are human 
concepts. If only the best-behaved and the most righteous 
got into heaven, it would he empty to this day. Some 
things are either good or had, that is just how they are. 

If we look at section six, we can see the fat ugly hitch with 
the Jaffa cakes inserted hito her anus. The anus is 
smelly. Fuck off you fat emit. Cunt. Everyone is a emit. 
Cunt? I cannot believe he wrote that! 

I for one cannot believe that anyone read it, hilarity hi 
itself. I flicking hate everything and everyone at the best 
of times, hut I am not angry. The discipline I have put 
myself through makes me not quite human, hut still 
trapped in the human ma infr ame. What the ftick are 
these pathetic humans up to now? They are like fucking 
insects, rodents in their shitty cities, scurrying for their 
daily crumbs of turds to eat. I don’t give a ftick how many 
people starve to death, as long as I get my hands on your 
wife’s minge, and a howl of fucking heroin coated cocoa 
pops. Heroin fuck pops emit overdrive. Seriously dudes, I 
never did smack, at least I think I never did anyway, stay 
away from homo drugs kids. I don’t have any kids, and I 
don’t want some cunt with kids either: learning 
difficulties. I have no problems with anyone, I just t hink 
that there should he a eoimtry for the criminals, a 
country for the ginger people and a eoimtry just for gays 
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anti the disabled. Robbie Williams secretly fiieks a black 
Eammoii Holmes, with Down’s Syndrome. 
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Evolution of Nothingness: 2001 - 201 7 * 

My life was flicking rubbish at the best of times, and by 
that, I mean it was fucking better than anyone else’s. I 
had serious lucking problems with the Ewoks wanting 
their technology hack, a lack of respect for anything 
human and severe drug and alcohol problems. 

The problem was that I never had a silver spoon up my 
asshole, and I was not gay either, so I was no emit 
whatsoever: I had no justifications for my behaviour. I 
don’t hate gay people. I had money because I worked my 
the king balls off for it, unlike all the other emits my age, 
who will never know what hard work is. Anyway, I hated 
the fact that we are all like fish waiting to die. I slipped 
the net because I could. Fuck all these pathetic emits I 
had the misfortune of growing up with. I woidd gas them 
all, re-animate them, and gas them again, with my farts. 

If I conld have been born anywhere else, I woidd have 
been blissfully happy. I wanted to be the new boy, all the 
girls to talk about me and form a hue and suck my eoek 
all day. Behig a sex maniac made even the slightest 
interaction almost unbearable, it gets better with age, but 
you are not the fucking same as everyone else ami you 
know it. Anyway, I had some money and little respect for 
wliat most people deem to be a happy life. You can stick 
yonr sport and your television and your radio up your 
fucking ass. All people who like sports should be forced 
into slavery, as they are simply admitting that they 
admire systems that are doomed to failure. Why worship 
any team if they don’t always win? It’s typically human 
and pathetic to have all this faith and hope instead of 


Page | 79 




being fucking s kill ed in anything. You need to round up 
all the people who listen to Guns N Roses, and put a 
fucking bullet in their heads. Can I put it any simpler 
than that? 

Is he for fucking real? Of course, not flat eliesty hitch, 
Terry is simply taking the piss from start to finish, go 
hack to your lesbian comedie nn es. Women rule the earth, 
and it is a woman’s world, hut one tiling a woman is not, 
is even vaguely flicking funny whatsoever: get over it. As 
the last of the black people escaped the typhoon, I 
managed to close the gate, and inflate my reebok pumps 
in time for the next holocaust. I don’t mean to offend 
anyone with my writing style, hut nigger syndrome emit 
lesbian wop Jew flick flick wheelchair dementia. 

I couldn’t give a flying flick at this point in my life. All of a 
sudden, I was the flicking same as everyone else, in that I 
had at least a few hours to he myself each day: it nearly 
kill ed me being h um an. I smoked as much weed as I 
physically could, and got drunk most nights. Looking 
hack, I am amazed I had any friends, as I was almost 
permanently flicked up. Yet when you do drugs and dr ink 
all the time, so do your friends, and if your addictions 
don’t kill you first, you will realise that none of these 
fucking people were ever y our friends. If I gave a flick 
wliat anyone thought about me, it wouldn’t he me writing 
this hook would it? 

Several pretty women liked me, and I knew I had the 
chance, hut drugs put up this harrier whereby yon will 
say everything yon don’t want to say, or nothing at all. I 
was obsessed with finding a beautiful woman and getting 
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the fuck out of the ent ire area, and very liiueli still am. 
Everyone is a fiill -011 emit at the best of times, and this is 
when I am hi a good mood. 

I was overweight and knew it, hut still trained 
ridiculously hard in molestation. I was angry at the 
entire world because my Princess had never showed up. 
To this day, I know that some women think I still fancy 
them, hut it is simply not true. I want nothing to do with 
any woman I already know, even by face alone. I have no 
fond memories of the past, and don’t want to go hack to 
the stench of familiarity, ever. 

There were women I liked the look of, hut it was just 
sexual attraction, no other feelings, so I often did not 
pursue the feelings. I actually let an old friend live for 
having the cheek to sit me down and tell me that this one 
girl would never he with me. k ike she was some fucking 
superstar or something? Fuck off. Again, it was just 
physical attraction, personality wise, I have stepped in 
dogsliit with more personality: at least yon emits now 
know why I never acted on anything. Still, there was 
never any time for feeling sorry for myself. In 105", 
people with Goats had to die, and they weren’t going to 
walk up to me and ask me to fuck their mothers, were 
they? 

My friends were just loser emits at the best of times. 
Even rich people can still he fucking losers. May all my 
old friends rest in peace. Most of my friends were kill ed 
in the marshmallow wars of*1956, and the few survivors 
elioked to death on Jimmy Smile’s nob. You see, when 
you are a young lad, everyone knows your mates are 
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emits. But it was either a hunch of emits, or nobody, so I 
chose the company of emits. Later in life, I correctly 
moved onto genius and the isolation that accompanies it, 
shunning the abominable stench of the insect- like 
human peers. 

I went to hell and hack again more times than I care to 
remember. I had problems, hut they were not all my 
fault. I was not whiter than white, and still detest these 
fucking robotic emit, sheep people who pretend they’ve 
never done anything wrong. Normal going on and hemg 
one of the lucking people is not lucking good enough for 
me, never was. You think I care about you? Give me a 
loaded gun and we’ll lucking see how much I care about 
you. 

Hedgehogs died. People were raped. Earthquakes and 
tornadoes ravaged the earth. The toothpaste never went 
hack to normal shape like we all fucking thought it 
woidd. People were friends and enemies at the same 
time. It was so conftising trying to figure out whether to 
he lucking lame like everyone else, or he someone. 

All of the hard work and hemg nice to people meant 
nothing. All of the pathetic cowards who couldn’t say a 
word to my face still lived. I was trying to get fucked up so 
as to become as lucking boring as everyone else, hut it 
didn’t damage my memory. I wanted to kill everyone who 
even looked at me the wrong way, even fifteen years ago. 
There are no time limi ts on enemies, no going hack, no 
turning people over to my side, no persuasion. I heard of 
people I didn’t like who died and laughed, maybe even 
had a drink, hut they were not my enemies in death. The 
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little kid who wanted to he everyone’s friend- unl ess they 
were a teacher or someone I already knew- had now 
reformed into the legeml. 

The illegal drags that nearly killed me were gone hy 
2012. It was purely Terry Carlisle that eventually even 
street drugs were too common, not exotic enough, too 
human for. It was herbal mixes, not spice, hnt fortunately 
all herbal alternatives, now long since banned. One tiny 
pipe with a crumb and yon were high as a kite in seconds, 
the quickness of the high was enough to give yon a heart 
attack. Knowing these synthetic type things were 
extremely dangerous, I simply used to have about ten 
cans of beer on top. I didn’t want t o mingle with any 
moaning scum and hear their problems and smell their 
fucking dirty human skins. I wanted to he higher than 
any street drug could get me, in seconds, and simply 
dance ami get pissed in the garage. I would still rather 
dance and get high than anything, almost. The fact that it 
was 4 in the morning and the entire street eoidd hear me 
s in g in g meant nothing. If I lucked Britney Spears and 
she gave me five million dollars the same day, I would not 
feel as good as that lucking herbal mix made me feel. We 
lucky few did experience heaven on earth. It was called 
\cder Gold Blend, ladies and gentlemen. 

It wasn’t just one mix long ago banned. Brave as the 
Lion, I tried many things most people have never heard 
of until I told them, and probably won’t get near. Indian 
Warrior was nice on the piss, the native Americans used 
to smoke it after battle to relax: lucking weird taste 
though, isn’t it always? Proper Damiana powder was 
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okay but if felt like I couldn’t breathe, which is nothing 
short of a buzzkill. Many things I tried did ftiek all, hut I 
was glad to have gone through it all. 

Despite getting fucked up all the time, by 2010 it had 
been once a week except for holidays from work. I never 
felt guilty because I worked and so could afford wliat I 
had, and worked fucking harder than everyone else? 
Never being kin d to myself at the best of times, I 
embarked on a brutal sex rout in e from 2008 onwards 
anti it is for life. If the Devil himself wants to bring it on, 
lie may well wish lie never bothered. In my min d I kill ed 
everyone I didn’t like a million times over, and that is a 
lie. 

I had no hidden grudge or hatred. No jealousy or 
bitterness, I knew wliat I wanted to do and got on with it. 
You have no friends and with the friends you had, who 
the ftiek needs enemies? You have no elianee of anything 
like a social life. But yon can become a world class sex 
offender, if you want it. I would gladly have whipped 
anyone who dared try at 16, now I was older, and had 
nobody to kiss up to. I wanted the knowledge and I found 
all anyone would ever need, from sexual misconduct. 

I ate like fucking Christmas every night, and so was 
putting my boily through liell. Lots of wanking and tons 
of food. I got fed up, nobody said anything to me, nobody 
gave me abuse. I decided to lose weight and have kept it 
off since 2016.1 have probably lost about four stone. I 
diet three days a week, and my exercise is the same. I still 
would rather eat than do anything , but as I diet three 
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flays, it makes the four piggy clays more enjoyable: you 
look forward to it. 

It was actually my obsession with Vicky Patisson that 
made me want to lose weight in 2016. Even though there 
was never any elianee, if there was, she would rather me 
now than before the weight loss. F unni est thing is, in a 
demented area like Manchester, there are only about 
fifteen million women, and so they have huge egos. Many 
liefialumps resembling the most Oreish of Ores now 
thought I was in their league, as I was s kinni er. Never 
min d the fact that they were lucking ugly, single mums 
and couldn't tell left from right. Despite being obsessed 
with Vicky still, I did it for me, and still do, not for some 
lucking yellow-toothed single mum in her forties who 
thinks she is Britney lucking Spears. 

The Elephants had been raped. Eddie Murphy was King 
of the castle, and as I walked home with a limp, I 
wondered just how many skidls I had crushed with my 
deadly fists. 

I could have been a juggler, a drug dealer, a thief, a 
postman, anything. I chose to he myself instead. Through 
all the drugs and the alcohol, I was still true to myself. An 
iridescent emit amongst a sea of slimy brown turds. A 
dead man with a wagon wheel hi his mouth. A cat being 
kicked to death on children in need. Men being kicked in 
the halls. Ginger pubes in a pint glass thrown into a 
busker’s liat. We had no alternative hut to learn from our 
mistakes as human hemgs. 
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As I welcomed 2017. alcohol became boring as fiiek for 
the 45 th time: not welcome, like a fa mili ar face I never 
like d. Like some ugly biteli from school who conies 
sniffing around because I lost some weight. Look after 
my autistic kids, Terry. 

The training continued and in 2018 alcohol was almost 
non-existent. I started raping women in then* own homes, 
then apologising and letting them go on top for round 
two. I started writing offensive, bizarre crap just to put 
my mental bullet through the cuntheads of the future: 
not you though. I always wrote crap to make people 
laugh, how well do you know me? I don’t want to know 
you. I just want to lucking kick the shit out of everyone. I 
want to smash skulls in with a hammer. I want to set fire 
to your car and shoot you in the head. I want to fucking 
kick a man to death just because he has a different 
accent. I want explosions like fireworks hi my head, just 
for me. I want people to step in dogsliit and then start 
crying. I want people to continue being boring, pathetic, 
snake-like eimts because that is the best they can hope 
for in any human existence. Nigger? 

I don’t mean anyone any harm. But I will kill you. I don’t 
like yon and given the chance, I woidd shoot you in the 
hack like the spineless lucking dogs yon are. When you 
and your family are safely tucked up in bed, I wifi do a 
huge dump on your kills’ faces. You are all complete and 
utter boring, pathetic emits, and I love you all. Pass the 
Ferrero Rochets you lucking fat gay cunt? T hi s woman I 
know looks like an Ewok with glasses, and I just want to 
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smash her fucking ugly cunt head face in. Stop moaning 
you useless fucking Ewok emit! Rolf Harris again. 
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The Wonder Months: My Obsession with Vi cl 

This hook is complete bullshit from start to finish, hut 
that can only mean that it is a real in-depth view of my 
citrus life. 

I was and still am completely obsessed with Vicky 
Pattison? Vicky is famous and best known from a 
program called ‘Geordie Shore.’ 

The first question is why? Why Vicky Patisson, Terry? If 
I knew why I would he happier. Basically, I think it is 
just a purely physical attraction got out of control. I have 
kept quiet about it because I wanted people at work to 
stop gomg on, not that they did that much anyway. 

You must understand that I am obviously adept at taking 
the piss, hut with Vicky I could not help it. I think about 
Vicky every fucking day, like I have been fucking cursed 
or something. I’m not stupid, I know I’ll never he with 
Vicky, but part of my mind fucking refuses to let go. If I 
eoidd push a button and never think about Vicky 
Patisson ever again, I would have done so at least two 
years ago, believe me. 

Is it the money, the fame or the personality? It is the 
face, seriously. I feel like I have been living around an 
obsession, everything I do, Vicky Patisson is in my 
flicking head. I watched all the Geordie Shore episodes, 
and never liked Vicky, at all. I watched Judge Geordie 
the second time around hi 2016, and it was like I had 
been struck by lightning: never felt lik e that before. I 
have liatl girlfriends ami am no virgin, hut never felt that 
fucking Cupid’s arrow before hi my life. 
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It is not Yickv being the first woman I have been 
obsessed with either. I was constantly thinking about 
Britney Spears when I was younger, and a few women 
from my youth, hut that was in teenage years. It is not 
that I am above and beyond feelings, hut I cannot take 
this bullshit, it’s lucking hurting me. I am not suicidal or 
anything like that. Neither do I need to lucking grow up. 
I just want the lucking image out of my mind. I wish my 
mind woidd let go of Vicky Patisson. 

I know that people think I am jealous of Vicky’s fiance 
and want her for myself. I am more embarrassed than 
jealous, actually, not jealous of anything or anyone. I am 
no millionaire in some mansion, hut jealousy is 
something I never experienced. To he honest, I t hink 
Vicky could shag someone in front of me and I wouldn’t 
he jealous. I t hink sometimes, it might he easier for me if 
I fucking well was jealous, at least once in my life. Planet 
of the Apes. 

I want it known that I will never mean Vicky any harm. I 
am not one of these selfish fans who try and harm the 
celebrity they like: they wake up mentally and realise 
they’ll never ac hi eve whatever the fuck it is their mind 
wants to achieve. If I can’t have you, nobody can, that 
sort of nonsense. If you did fancy someone, and they 
didn’t want you, or never knew you existed, you should 
not wish them harm: that is not love. No, I am not 
sending letters daily to Vicky Patisson’s house, waiting 
for the men in white coats to take me away. I am not 
threatening, intimidating or annoying Vicky in any way. 
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You must understand that I knew from day one nothing 
woidd ever happen, hut my min d won’t lucking let go- 
ever. When you know there is no eliance, believe me, you 
looking want to let go. After a couple of years, any 
obsession starts to get lucking tedious. I’m a walnut, get 
me into bed with Tidisa. 

What wouhl I want if I coidd he with Vicky? Well, in 
reality, I am not completely sure. I have always liked the 
idea of a famous woman, all my life, simply because 
everyone knows her. I am not bothered about the fame or 
money for myself. To he honest, I woidd like to he 
recognised more for my martial arts, and other than that, 
he under the th umb . I don’t mean hemg dominated, 
pegged from behind and lucking totally whipped, hut 
more like the beast in the shadows, who is always there 
for her. 

Yon must understand where I am coming from. I take 
the lucking piss, ami am rarely serious at the best of 
times, hut with my obsession over Vicky Patisson, I am 
telling the truth. I try not to look at her in magazines 
because I woidd start to get upset. I think if I met her, I 
woidd probably cry like a little girl. Tears because I am 
staring into the eyes of another lovely woman I can never 
he with. Tears because I am feeling angry and conftised, 
emotional, fiicked-up, weirded out. Tears of love? I 
haven’t got a lucking clue. 

If I eoidd get a lucking sexy girlfriend right now, I 
fucking well would, hut I can’t. My entire life has been 
like being in some sort of da mn ed if you do and damned if 
you don’t scenario. I have lived where I live all my life, I 
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would leave right now and never lurking eome haek: I 
swear. I don’t want tins lurking stench of familiarity. I 
don’t want some fucking hitch, whose friend’s sister 
knows my brother: the fucking patlieticity. 

It really is a perfect fucking world, isn’t it? U nlike the 
nearly homosexual ‘normal’ people, I cannot stand the 
petty interactions and the small talk makes me want to 
fucking kill people. I am a fucking martial arts expert the 
likes of which many will never know. Naturally, in time 
with what I do, I don’t want to he everyone’s fucking hest 
friend. People have said I should he famous, and hi some 
small ways I am, hut I have to do it myself. I don’t want to 
fucking leeeli off someone else, I need to do it myself, as I 
always have done. Believe me, Vicky Patisson is not 
viewed as a get out of jail free card. 

If you want to understand someone, yon have to put 
yourself in their shoes. Okay, you are me now. You are a 
fucking paedophile who would knock himself out if you 
wanked yourself too hard. I’very body likes you, and the 
few who don’t can’t fucking run away cptiekly enough 
anyway. Yon have Guinness fucking World Records tell 
you they cannot verily your world record for raping. 
Everybody hi the real world knows you molest people, 
anti it’s just what you do. Yon have survived drug and 
serious alcohol addictions many will just never 
understand. Your life is sexual malpractice, work and 
porn ami music. Sometimes, you smoke crack, hut rarely 
and not hi any pattern of addiction. You have been 
tormented hy serious demons in the spiritual world. 
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You have heard voices from beyond, annoying you for 
years, as if you were cursed. Your willpower and 
determination are not h um an. Where people have gone 
insane with demonic attacks, yon pushed hack. You will 
fight ami kill the Devil himself and continue with 
whatever it is yon have to do. Yon have heen to fucking 
hell and hack, mentally and physically, more times than 
anyone should in any one lifetime. Despite this, yon have 
always heen laughing and making up stupid crap to make 
people laugh. Feeling tired, like a heart attack is coming, 
and hungry, and hearing voices is the norm. 

Now yon know where I am coming from. After all the 
crap, the hell I have heen through, and the fucking high 
level I have reached in my head, would yon want to hang 
around with those who are content to simply live and die? 
Fuck no. I don’t think y ou woidd even want Yicky 
Patisson if yon were hi my shoes, would you? 

I can honestly say that if I ever met Vicky Patisson, I 
woidd probably cry, then tell her to fuck off and start 
screaming at her, all in about ten minutes. I can see 
events happening as plain as day. Too intelligent to 
believe there is any chance, and too stubborn to let go. 
There is no girl from my past, no woman I long for in real 
life. No girl of my dreams I know will he at a certain bar 
t hi s weekend. I am not a snob, in fact far from it. I have 
just reached a level where most people bore me to tears. 
If you were a world-class paedophile, with fuck-all 
relationship experience, and not a care in the world, 
woidd you want some fucking fat single mum who you 
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knew years ago? You wouldn’t even want a single mum to 
begin with, would yon? Not a elianee. 

Peas. Snakes. C hil dren with Down’s syndrome. 
Obsession with Yieky Patisson being all too real, almost 
turning towards a phobia now. I wonld rather punch 
most people to death than speak to them, yet I mean 
Vicky Patisson and her personal army of weasels no 
harm. I won’t he doing a huge dump on Vicky’s patio, 
then waiting in the hush to t ake pictures of her face. I 
don’t want anyone who floes not want me. I don’t want to 
force any woman to love me either. I just have to kill a 
few more people, then I can ascend to a higher plane. 
Well, at least I am not gay, anyway. And if I had a pound 
for every time I thought someone was a cunt, or had a 
thought about Vicky, I’d still probably have to go to work 
in the morning. Cunt minnows. 

Some people go crazy over the object of their desire, hut 
not me. I want to go s wimmin g naked with Vicky in the 
California sunshine. I want to adopt a Gorilla and call it 
Vicky, then snap its fucking spine, to prove my love. I 
want to rub dairy lea cheese all over my penis and show 
Vicky the photos. I want to get all lubed up and go 
tobogganing with Vicky. I want to have a long eliat in the 
desert with Vicky. I want Vicky to bore me to death with 
her smelly stories whil st I look in her eyes and t hink 
about her sexually. I coidd go on. 

Come hack to me Vicky. Come hack I say. Come hack 
Vicky. Don’t you remember the good times? They were 
great flicking times, weren’t they Vicky? I used to love the 
way your Dad looked puzzled when I broke into your 
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house those times. I loved being ahle to tie you to a chair 
and do those things you loved every time. Come hack 
Vicky. I remember when we first met, you called me a fat 
emit and I punched you in the face, then we sixty-nined; it 
was fabulous. Blood all over my meat. I miss the way you 
used to screw your fucking eyes up like you were Chinese 
whenever you were pissed off*. I miss the way you used to 
talk out of the corner of your mouth all the lucking time. 

I miss that facial hair you had hi some scenes in Geordie 
shore season 4: was it a t rick of the light, or was it 
heaven? I miss the way you used to piss like a lucking 
man, like in 2003 in Exmouth. Vicky Patisson, take me 
hack. 

I miss all the good and had about you Vicky. I don’t think 
we have ever met, nor wifi we ever, hut still, remember 
the lucking good times, eh? I used to dress up as your 
Mum and you would rub my belly like I was a little 
Yorkshire Terrier pup. I used to love how the Perrier 
water woidd sometimes trickle out of the sides of your 
mouth. I used to cherish the times we had Vicky, and I 
think we’ll both have many fond memories, won’t we? 

Take me hack Vicky! Come hack to me! Let me into your 
chestnut Kingdom. Let me bathe hi the splendour of your 
incessant had moods and moanings. Remember when I 
used to stand on your foot and do a big fart? Paradise. 
How can you not want me hack Vicky? I only have 
nothing to offer you, so why not take advantage of me? 
We’ll have a disabled child with adoption, and call it 
Bobby, then we’ll teaeli it to believe in himself before we 
put him hack into care. 
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We’ll pretend that losing weight is some enormous 
lucking achievement, and take pictures of our meals, as if 
people give a living hick in the first place. We’ll shag a 
million-fucking people, then get our exes from yesteryear 
to take us hack, like they have fiiek-all memory about the 
whole process beforehand: aren’t we lucky? We will go on 
tv together and cry deliberately before releasing a new 
hook, as if it’s all lucking planned to perfection. Get the 
Wertlier’s Original out Yieky, I’m gomg flown again! 

When you love someone and they don’t know you exist, 
don’t hate them or he jealous of who they are with. Don’t 
go all gay and start collecting reptiles either. Just move 
on. Learn to play the harmo ni ca. Buy a new magazine 
and masturbate with it. Pretend you’re from America 
from now on. Learn to let go and eventually, yon will find 
letting go easier as you get older. Don’t waste your 
lucking life dreaming about someone, who doesn’t like 
you hack. Hit on her lap, do a big fart and then move on. 
Just kidding. Fuck all of you losers! Take me hack Vicky! 
Fucking take me hack- you neon Cow! 

In reality I am not sure I ever wanted Vicky Patisson. 

Am I taking the piss or what? Seriously, I don’t know 
whether I am ripping the piss or not anymore. It kill s me 
to write this and admit that once upon a tune I had 
feelings for anyone, hut it was true. Vicky, I don’t mean 
you or your army of pretentious weasels any harm. I wish 
you all the best and If ever you want to ring me for a eliat, 
or have sex with me my nomber’s in the hook under the 
phone in yonr living room. Rolf Harris tries to molest the 
east of AufWiedersehen Pet. 
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The Gaze. 


I have written some lucking bollocks in my time, and 
made many people elmckle along* the way too. Yet I never 
devoted a chapter to the homosexualites. This fucking 
chapter is not meant to offend, but yon must realise that 
I do like women, even the underage ones I have locked in 
my garage. 

What ba ffl es me is that some fully-grown men love being 
fiicked np the ass: it’s not even a joke. Work hard all 
fucking week, sweating halls ami yearning for anal 
intrusion? I have no problem with the benders, bnt these 
anal-hangers really do stick things up their assholes. It’s 
not just gay men sticking tilings np their rectnms either. 
There are women dressing as men and bending over for a 
plast ic cock every night. I woidd only harm a gay if they 
tried to molest me, I don’t t hink they should he kept in 
Zoos or anything. I kick fucking ass, hut I’m wanting 
minge myself, not a hairy butthole for a treat, no thanks. 
My own ass is hairy and smelly enough thanks. I wish to 
stay as far away from another man’s ass as possible. 
Sophie looks like Mrs Potato head. 

Men sticking their tongues np each other’s asses, as if it’s 
normal! What the hick is the world coming to? I can 
hear the gays outside; they want me to he gay hut I am 
not. I probably woidd heat a gay person to death, hut only 
if they tried to fight me, or stick something np my ass. 
Meringue nests. Scotty looks like an adult version of Bart 
Simpson. 
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Not all gay people are poor, from the information I have. 
Some gay people earn so much money, that they make 
(lildos out of fifty-pound notes and fuck themselves with 
them. It’s not just the African teens, or people with HIV 
who are gay either. I saw this man on TV who looked like 
a fucking woman, and he had a fucking heard too: what 
the fiick is going on? Some people are not gay at all, they 
just enjoy thrusting vegetables up their asses. Marrowfat 
peas. James looks like a Slenderman who lives at the 
Gym: no face, no personality, just protein. 

Are you gay? No, I am fucking not, now fiick off before I 
kick your head in! It is not just one race of people who 
are gay either, such as the Irish. Gay people are in every 
race, how do we survive? Adult men ami women shoving 
chocolate bars up each other’s asses: where the fuck do 
these people come from? Vicky looks like the monster on 
the packet of beef Monster Mimcli. 

With any sex there is the inh erent danger of violence too. 
Gay rape. Bununings. Being shagged up the ass without 
wanting it. People being tasered and raped anally. An old 
man being mugged for his wateli, then forced to sock a 
click, once a week: why doesn’t he report it? Gary looks 
like he has HIV hut I don’t want to fucking know either 
way. 

Are you gay? No, now fuck off! Pouch to the head ten 
times for hemg gay. Some gay people love licking ass, 
being raped, tasered ami covered in brown sauce; 
Newcastle? What’s wrong with a pair of tits and a fanny? 
Well some people must not like tits or fanny, and so they 
ram authority figures up the hum at least once a week. 
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Men rubbing their smelly dieks against eaeli other? Fuek 
off, not for me pal. You are weleome as long as you don’t 
try to act tough or hick me up the ass. Some people like 
the ass, obsessed with the anal, but they are straight: 
wliat is going on here? Charlotte eonld be a child’s top 
half with mechanical legs beneath. 

I am a straight man, but wliat good are my nipples for? 
Me rubbing my nipples on some woman’s minge won’t do 
hick all for her, will it? Gay people supposedly have 
nipples too, but I have no proof, as of yet. These flicking 
benders go on parades, like it’s okay to shag another man 
up the ass. You shag whatever you want, just don’t dress 
up like a fucking kids TV presenter and try to fuek me up 
the ass. Holly shags anything that moves- but would be 
offended if you called her a slag?! 

Gay people have different accents as well as heterosexual 
people. There are gay people all over the UK, looking to 
bum yon when you get up to make a cuppa. Trying to rape 
you from be hin d at the train station. Stirring their own 
dr inks with their sweaty dicks ami dr inkin g it down like 
nothing’s wrong. Going to hospital with tilings stuck up 
their asses. Newcastle, Bir mingh am ami Yorks hir e are 
full of gay people, as well as Manchester ami Fowey. 

If you encounter a gay person, make no sudden moves. 

Do not say anything that might give the gay a mental 
image of rectalising you. Try and speak to the gay as you 
woidd any other person, and if alone with them, slowly 
move towards the exit. Keep your backside covered, you 
don’t want to lose your concentration and thus be 
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violated with a finger, a KitKat, a toy dinosaur or a tin of 
tomatoes. 

I hope this chapter has raised an awareness that gay 
people do exist, and we must carry on as normal. I don’t 
hate the gays, nor people of any type. There’s good and 
had in all people, even gays. If you are unlucky enough to 
get fucked up the hum without wanting to he, phone the 
Police and tell them about it. Gay people from Yorkshire. 
Gay people have different coloured hair, accents and are 
all different ages, apparently. If you are one of these new¬ 
fangled gays, at least wash your hands after fingering 
your backsides all day please. Why any man woidd want 
another man baffles me, they must he gay, and therefore 
live to stick things up an asshole. Men in Prison t hinkin g 
they are tough and shagging each other up the ass every 
night: what the fiiek is going on, Hiawatha? 

I know that many men want me to he gay, hut I am not. I 
want a barbie doll type woman, with ridiculous 
popularity and all the accessories. I desire a woman who 
is famous ami has fake tits so perfect, yon would forgo 
your black forest gateau just to see the aforementioned 
tits. I don’t think anyone wants me to he gay, and nobody 
coidd make me he gay either. Gay people in Newcastle as 
we speak. I want famous minge, no kids, all fake and 
more intelligent than yon woidd believe. I do not min d if 
the woman of my dreams has gay friends, as long as they 
don’t try to pummel my hum hole hi the night. 
Manchester gays, toy ears up the ass, Weetabix, hairy tits 
and Goil knows wliat else. Ooli, how many shredded 
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wheats can you fit up your ass Terry? Fuek off*you gay 
emit! 

Ginger people with Yorks hir e aecents on holiday 
somewhere. Gays, hums, fingers, shitty pubes, Vieky, 
Sophie, Nathan and Scotty. That’s enough... now fiiekoff* 
please, I’m trying to eat a pussy as I write this, and it’s 
not as diffieult as you think. Mrs Potato head Sophie 
bends over for a handful of marshmallows. Actually, it’s 
just the fucking perfect level of difficulty, thank you. 
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Conclusion. 

Thank you for taking the time to read this eBook. I want 
you all to know that I meant no offense to anyone whose 
names have heen mentioned. I also would like to say that 
I no longer fancy Vicky Patisson, whatsoever. I am living 
proof that if you work hard, harely play by the rules and 
hate every fucking living tiling on this earth- yon can 
achieve a grand total of luck-all. Every time I do a shit, it 
goes through the tube, ami into Vicky Patisson’s month: I 
have heen ‘feeding Vicky’ for over 3 years now! 

I am a fat nigger from Manchester, my cock st inks of 
cheese ami my asshole can he smelt from next door. I 
fucking love Oasis, and all people from the north of 
England can bend over for my cock, right now. Finally, 
anyone who thinks that tattoos, motorbikes or sports of 
any kind are cool, is a lucking gay emit, and nothing 
more. 

Erm! Ta Rah Love! 

Terry Carlisle. 
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This is my face. Sit on it, bitch. 

Put your knee on my neck! Feel better? 
Lick my ass, baybeli! 
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If you liked this eBook, why not seareh for "Observations 


of a Psychopathic Killer’ hy Jmnho Jegginson? 
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YOU’RE STILL HERE? It’s over! Enjoy your life 
dudes! Peace. 

Terry ‘Vanilla’ Carlisle. 
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